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LTHOUGH there are ſeveral ſong books, 
ſome of which are rather more adapted for 
Four amuſement than others, yet, no editor of a 


ce, as to furniſh this moſt pleaſing recreation 
for your leiſure hours. Novels, Magazines, and 
other periodical publications have been addreſs'd 
and dedicated to you, but this has lain unnoticed, 
"though it has been long wanted, The immodeſty 
and immorality with which moſt ſong books 
pound, make it the greateſt affront to offer them 
the moſt delicate of the ſex. There are few, 
Mut what contain indecencies improper to put into 
e hands of ladies, and many too glaring to be 
en countenanced by the men. In this ſituation 
"We molt ſong books which are now extant; to 
'Wpply this defect, the editor has undertaken to 
Pablith this for your leiſure and amuſement, and 
1 to 


0 2 4} 


to extirpate thoſe ſongs which inflame the nl 
and hurt the morals of young ladies, to make 
a chearful companion that no lady may be aſhan{ 5 
of, and to be a promoter of a happy and i innocf Y 
amuſement, no pains has been ſpared to mal 70 
this as compleat a ſong book as any extant, 
which every favourite ſong to the preſent time 1 
been carefully collected. | [ 
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Vour moſt devoted and obedient ſervant, 
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d 2! where can one find a true ſtwais — 

5 At once I'm in love with two nymphs, & c. 
in the downs the fleet was moor d 

yon damaſk roſe be frveot 

7 ; rend ye nymphs while I impart 

ſetting day and riſing morn 

F 40 me not how calmly I 

Frwretch long tortured with diſdain 

RA 4 xis, a ſhepherd, young, conſtant and kind 

ah ! why ſhould love awith tyrant ſway 

aan of hope .my ſoul revives 

Mt Totterdown hill there dwelt, &c. 

Around the ſun attending 

4 þ / think not to deceive me 

= Chloe came into the room other day 
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Peu thou lovely youth . 

lay to the e away — 
Rake my charmer — — 
= / Phillis, forbear, nor npbraid — 
8 ver the lawn young Sandy — 
8814/7 my admirers — . 
Mend all ye nymphs — — 
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Angel, lic 


A. C.ON TENT £ 


Angelic fair beneath yon pint — 
4A ! why ſhould fate — — 


B 
Beneath a green ſhade, a lovely young fwain 
Bleſt as the immortal gods is he 
Believe my ſighs, my tears, my dear — 
Behold the head' ns how beauteous — 
Burft clouds and tempeſts roar — 
Bright was the morn, cool was the air — 
By dimpled brook and fountain brim — 
By the gayly circling glaſs 
Breathe ſoft, ye winds, be calm — 
Bright the ſry and calm the ocean — 
Bloæu ye bleak winds around my head mm 
Behold on Lethe's diſmal ſtrand a——_— 
BN with thee, my foul E dear treaſure — — 


C 


Come, live with me, and be my lous 8 
Can lowe be controul d by advice — 
Come, come bid adieu to fear — 
Come, Roſalind, Oh'! come and ſee . 
Come, Colin, pride of rural ſwains 3 
Can lovely Delia ſtill perſiſt i 
Confider fond ſbepher ( — "mp 
Carinna was lovely, was witty — 
Caſt, my love, thine eyes, Ge, 8 
Come, come, my good ſhepherd — 
Come ye party jangling ſauains — 
———r̃— — 


Cupid, god of /oft perſuaſion 


De/pairins # 
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4 1 — 
1 4 eſpairing beſide a clear fiream —— 


"Dear Sylvia no longer my paſſion deſpiſe — 


11 Dear Chloe come give me ſweet kiſſes —ů— 
21 Peareſt Kitty, kind and fair — 


P.ar Chloe, while thus beyond meaſursã 


- ere Phabus ſhall prep ä — 


F 


Far fwreter than the hawthorn bloom — 
Fareavell Tanthe, faithleſs maid — 
EF arewell the ſmoaky town, adieu — 
Fair Hebe I left with a cautious deſign — 
From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free — 
Fh ſewiſtly ye minutes, till Comus receive mann 
rom the man aubom I love — 
52 7 latt Ji ring hopes my mind deceiving eee 
Fair Kitiy Beautiful and young 88 

3 air Iris I love, and I hourly die — 
22 orgive ye fair, nor take it wrong — 
air and ſweet — — 
Fair Venus left her bleſt abode — 

Far ſwifter than lightning loves fly — 
Fair Aurora, pray thee ſtay — —— 
Fair Semira, lovely maid — 
rem morn till night — — 
aireſt iſles all iſles excelling — — 
Follow @ ſbadow, ſtill it flies you — 
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Frm filent ſhade — — 
Free from ſorrow, free from ſtrife — 
. G 


Ge, tuneful bird that glads the ie.kkuamkſ 
Gay Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain 
Es lovely roſe, tell her that waſte — 


+ "Guardian angels now protect me — 
Erntle gale in pity bear —— 
H. 
Hope thou nurſe of fend d:/; — 
Hlither Venus wvith pour * — 
How blithe was J each morn to e — 


Happy the man whoje awifh and care — 
Flow blef? has my time been 
Huſh, ye birds, your amorous tales — 

Hoco dear is my Phillis to me — | 

How happy a ſtate does the miller pa, — 
Happy hours all hours excelling 


Hear me, blooming goddeſs, hear me — 
Hail, Windfer, crown'd avith lofty io t % ———_— 
Happy s the love wvhich meers return — 


Hail, Greenwich, crown'd with ſaveet delight 


How hard is my fate — 
Hither Phabus turn thine eyes, — 
How chearful along the gay mead — 
How happy were my days till now — 
eu 646 the maid whoſe boſom, — 
Harb, lis I, your own true lover — 
Hail politeneſs poab'r divine —' 
” He who a virgin's heart would win — 


n 


21 2 


4 a kiſs you evould g ain | 
IF / ſoould learn Fg faveet le 22 of love 


et ambition fire thy mind 
er the nymph ſtill awoid 
et me wander not unſeen 


GON TENTS, 


J. 


— 
der the cruel tyrant love — 
0 truth can fix thy wav'ring heart — 

i infancy our hope — 
„bis. ſhady bleſt retreat — — 
April when primroſes paint — 
4 Jpring my dear ſhepherd — 
3 5 p vain I jeek io calm my reſt — 
2 of ſome lambs from my flocks — 
1 vain you bid your captive live — 
'Y a vale fring's ewith woodlands — 
1 1 1 mankind *s promiſcuous race — 
122 ſhould there meet a fond pair | 
H love to pine and languiſh — 
1 2 my ſhepherd gone aſtray — 
el not at once in a female to find _ 
| x ee it Myra, know it avell —— 


¶ /aw what ſeem' d a harmleſs child 
| 1 am married and happy 

44 as 1 will with my favain 
heed not while li ft” s on the wing 
18 1 is not auealih, it is not birth 
10 Fealouſy begone and leave me 
a and Fenny being met 
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Let others Damon's praiſe rehearſe 37% 


Let rakes and libertines reſign d — 270 Wir « 
Let not rage thy boſom firing — 180 ow 
Life's a garden rich in treaſure — 258 Vow 
Live and love enjoy the fair — 88 MD 
Long young fockey toy'd and. ported — 236 8 

oVe never more ſpall give me pain — 206 

| Love's a gentle, gen rous paſſion — 50 i 
Lovely maid! fair beauties pride — i} 
Lovely nymph afſnage my anguiſh — 165 
Lovely peace with plenty crown'd — 186 0 BY 
Lovely virgins in your prime 8 O Sa: 

U mu 

0 let 

M. O cou 

O tak 

My banks are all furniſh d with bees — 20 DO Bea 
My former time how brije and gay — 44 $0 bow 
My fond ſhepherds of late avere ſo bleft — 53 O ba 
My father and mother for ever they chile  — 65 Of 7! 
My mother oft chides me, and tells me my dear | 66 £0»! 4 


My paſſion, in vain, I attempt to diſſemble — 276 0% / 

My eyes may ſpeak pleaſure — 

My ſhepherd is gone far away — 212 107 Hi. 
Monſter acbay — 
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Nature gave all creature arms — 129 
Near the fide of a ftream — 213 
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Near a meand ring river fide 207 
Near a thick grove, whoſe deep | 108 
No more ye ſwains, no more upbraid — 31 Pf 
No longer let whimſical ſong fter's compare — 152 Weillts 
No nymph that trips the verdant plain — 107 
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No ſcornful beauty e er ſhall boaſt 
Nor on beds of fading flow'rs 
Now Phebus finketh in the weſt 
Now pleaſure unbounded 


Now the happy knot is ty'd 
WNymphs and ſhepherds come away 


o. 


0 Bel Bell and Mary Gray 
O Sandy why leawſ# thou 


O much low'd ſon, if death 
0 let the danger of a ſon 
O could the various pow'r of ſound 


O hear me, kind and gentle {wain 

O how eweak will power and reaſon 
D had I been by fate decreed 
DF thy Jex the faireſt 

0% how vain is ev'ry bleſſing 
Db! how ſhall I, in language weak 


On ed ry tree, in ev'ry plain 


On his face the wernal roſe — 


On the white cliffs of Albion 
O tree top'd hill, or tufted grove 
» pleaſures ſmooth wing 


O take this wreath my hand has wowve 
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Yue midſummer” s morniug, gohen nature loo d gay 


U'er moorlands and mountains 


P. 


Pleafure goddeſs all divine 
lis, the geddes of the plain 
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Remember 
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R. 


Remember Damon yon did tell — 


8. 


Say little fooliſh flutt®ring thing 
Say Lephyr what is muſick 
Saw you my father 


See the god of day appearing — 


See the conqu'ring hero comes 

Shepherd would you hope to pleaſe us 

Shepherd wouldſt thou here obtain 
Since ev'ry charm on earth combin'd — 

Since they trac'd me alone with a ſwain — 

Since loſt to peace of mind ſerene — 
Sons of eaſe be blyth and gay — 
Spring returns, the fawns advance — 
Sure Sally is the lowelieſt laſs — 
Sure a laſs in her bloom — —— 
See the purple morn ariſe — 
Saweet echo, faveeteſt nymph —ſ 
Sweet thruſh that make — — 
Still in hopes to get the better — 


T. 


To fly like bird from grove to grobe — 
To thee, O gentle ſleep alone — — 
To Handell's pleaſing notes — 

To dear Amaryllis young Strephox — — 
Ta ligh and complain — — 
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Jo heal the ſmart a bee had made 
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| . the birth-day of Phillis 

Eis now the noon of gloomy night 
' Chloe's out of faſhion 

. [ bat Jer ny s my friend 

T hen is their mirth in heav'n 
"Ten thouſand billing birds renew 


7 ell me no more of pointed darts 


4 ho his paſſion in ſilence 
= was when the ſeas were roaring 


Ve world my dear Myra 


4 e fragrant lilly of he vale — 

, of he nymph that I low'd was as chearful as May 

220 5 ſpring way _— invite ev'ry 
11 ſmiling plains profuſely gay —— 
' ;" [ be feflive board was met — — 
120 The lowlands lads think they are fine 


he rooks in the neighb"ring grove 
he gaudy tulip ſawells with pride 


L [ be bird that hears her neſtling cry 
18 [ be virgin when ſoftened by May 


he nobleſt heart like pureſt gold 

57 W be E at's ri note wont af 

be weſtern Jy was purpl'd ver 
ge hoary winter's, bluſt' ring wind 
W he early horn ſalutes the morn 

he lillies of France — 
e ſoldier tir'd of wars alarm, 
Ehe filver moon's enamour'd beam 
& he world is a well furniſh'd table 


Ve madman thus, at times we fee 


2 honeſt heart, c. 


Ea. fill ſo young, and ſcarce fifteen 


Long bbtleſs nights and reſtleſs wary: 


be. ſtorm ſhall beat my breaſt no more 
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Think my faireft how delay | 
Touch the thrilling notes of pleaſure — 


V. 


Vain is beauties gaudy flo v a 
Virgins are-like the fair flowr 
Voaus of lobe ſhould ever bind — 


Fain is the thin diſguiſe of art 


W. 
Why Damon wilt thou ſtrive in vain — ld 5 
hen firſt thy ſoft livp::·kä . —! 16, ud; 
M hen the trees are all bare — — 22 


When forc'd from dear Hebe to go — 
ben here Lucinda firſt we came — 
# hen chilling winter hies away — n—— 
When lowers for favours petition — 
When youth mature to manhood grew — 
When the nymphs were coniending — 
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When Flora decks the mantling bow'rs 
Wien bluſhes dy d the cheeks of morn 
ben firſt I ſaw the graceful maid 
HF hen once I with Phillida firay'd 
When ſummer comes, ' the ſawains on Tweed — 11Where( 
ben love at firſt approach ts ſeen | 
When 1 enter'd my teens and threw playthings aſide 13 l 
When gentle Harriot firſt I ſaw — 14 nan 
When trees did bud, and fields were green — 
When ſaow decends and robes the field — 176 


JI oa aA} > wo 0 Do 
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When real joy aue miſs — 
When Phillis was faithful — 193 
When cauricd by Strephon — 20% fair 


W he nymp 


CONTENT s- 


Ven Celia chants the rural lay 


e 210 
hen all the aitic fire was fled — 16 
hen the jeſſamine ſveetens the bowr — 167 
Vhen I drain the roſy bowl — 11 | 
hat are outward forms and ſhows aide 274 


What ſhepherd, or nymph of the grove — 
hat means that tender ſigb my dear — 49 
hat beauties does Flora diſclaſe — 
hat med cine can ſoften the beſnxöq q 235 9 
hat though the blooming genial year — 239 li 
bat harm in ſo ſimple a token of owe — 208 
by Colin, muſt your Laura mourn — 82 
hy Damon, wilt thou flrive in wain — 51 


— 0 * 
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8 ould you taſte of freedoms charms —— 136 
bud you tafte the noon-tide air — 54 5 
2 ul you a female heart inſpire — 102 
20 bile on earth*s ſoft lap deſcending —— 135 f 
3 Mile beaux's to pleaſe the ladies wwrite — 173 
4% bilſt Strephon on fair Chloe hung 219 
4% H on forbidden fruit I gaze — 92 
6a on my Colin's knee 1 /it — 39 
64 as { a ſbepherd's maid to keep — 163 
"WW 2785 ſouthern gales — — = 221 ; 
WY ater parted from the ſea — 177 1 
elcome Jun and ſouthern ſpoau'rs — 35 1 
10 ell net pretty nymph, ſays 122 1 
11 ere ball Celia fly for ſhelter — 126 1 
13 ere's my ſabain, fo blyth and clever — 89 £ 
130-01] buy a heart, Myrtilla cries — 50 bt 
14 Woman ſhould be always kind —— 265 
150 i 
170 
181 Y. 
19} : 
20% fair who ſhine thro) Britain's iſle — 5 
hel nymphs lis true, to Colin's ftrain — 39 
1 


Til 
Te fair married dames 


Yes Strephon, yes 


Young Strephon .ong doated 


Young Dorilas an artleſs jawain 
Yr oung Damon with ali art 


——— 


Ye blithſome lads, and laſſes gay 
Ye gentle gales that fan the air 


You fair poſſe/s'd of ew*ry charm 
You tell me my Chloe inconſtant is grown 
Young Colin fiſhing near the mill 
Young Molly who lives at the foot of the hill 
Young Tockey is the blitheſt lad 

Young og proteſts I'm his joy 

Young I hy fis jure the blitheſt ſuvain 
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CONTENT . 
Ye ſhepherd's and nymphs that adorn 
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SO NG [. 
On FalENDSHIP. Set by Mr. Gerard. 


HE World, my dear Myra, is full of Deceit, 
And Friendſhip's a Jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
his Source of Content is ſo rare to be found? 
P, Friendſhip! thou Balm, and rich Sweetner of Life; 
Kind Parent of Eaſe and Compoſer of Strife; 
Without thee, alas! what are Riches and Pow r. 
Put empty Delukon, the Joys of an Hour! 


ow much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a Friend, 
Dn whom we may always with Safety depend? 
Our Joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace: 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diltreſs, 
No longer to court you they eagerly prels. 


SONG II. With 


# WI 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon, in Vauxhall Gardens. | bs 


Fot 

O fly, like bird, from grove to grove, : 
To wander like the bee; 
To ſip of ſweets, and taſte of love, 

Is not enough for me: 
No fluttering paſſions wake my breaſt g 

| with the place to find, 
Where fate may give me peace and reſt, F.C 

One ſnepherd to my mind. 


| ortu 
To ev'ry youth 1] not be gay; derek 
Nor try on all my pow'r; bom 
Nor future pleaſures throw away, ove : 
In toyings for an hour: 
I would not reign the general toaſt, 
Be prais'd by all the town; et ne 
A thouſand tongues on me are loſt, alba 
I'll hear but only one, Tranſ 
| Dys t. 
For which of all the flatt'ring train, Try 
Who {warm at beauty's ſhrine, Petit 
When youth's gay charms are in the Wane, pe 


Will court their ſure decline ? 

Then fops and wits, and beauxs forbear, 
Your arts will never do; 

For ſome fond youth ſhall be my care, 
Life's chequer'd ſeaſon through. 


My little heart ſhall love a home, 
A warm and ſhelter'd neſt ; | 
No giddy flights ſhall make me roam 
From whence I am moſt bleſt: 


With 


With 


1 


f Wich love and only that dear ſwain, 


What tranquil joys I ſee! 
Irewell. ye falſe, inconſtant train! 


For one is all to me. 


SONG III. 
A NFA TA. 
Sung by Signora Giordina. 


RECITATIVE, 
OVELY virgins in your prime, 
Mark the ſilent flight of time, 
ortunes gifts ſhou'd ſhe diſcloſe, 
uickly chuſe what ſhe beſtows ; 
oom and beauty ſoon decay, 
ove and yours fly ſwift away. 


AIR. 
0 not age thy bloom enſnare, 
ou can find no pleaſure there; 
Franſient; joys you 'Il ſeek in vain, 
by that ne'er return again. 
r'ry minute chen improve, 
leeting are thoſe joys of love; 
Vilely thiak the young and gay, 
ur the tenants of a day. 


SONG IV. 
The L III of the Vare. 


ö HE fragrant Lilly ef the Vale 
8 So elegantly fair, 

ſe ſweets perfume the fanning gale 
io Chloe 1 compare: 


B 2 


Sung by Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh, 


What 
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What though on earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives i its head to hide; 
Its ſweetneſs far out-vies the roſe, 


That flaunts with ſo much pride. 


The coſtly tulip owes its hue 
To many a gaudy ftain ; 

In this we view the virgin white 
Of innocence remain : 

See how the curious floriſt's hand 
Uprears its humble head ; 

And to preſerve the charming flow'r, 
f ranſplants it to his bed. 


There while it ſheds its ſweets around, 
How ſhines each modeſt grace; 
Enraptur'd how its owner ſtands, 
To view its lovely face: 
But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 
The inference of my tale; 
May [ the fiori/? be—and thou 
Ihe Lilly of the Vale. 


S ON G WV. 


A favourite Song in the Oratorio of JUDITH: 


Set hy Dr. Arne. 
Sung by Mrs, Pinto. 


Born juſt to bloom and fade ; 


Nor leſs weak, leſs vain than it, 


Is the pride of human wit ; 


The ſhadow of a ſhade. 


AIN is beauty's gaudy flower, 
Pageant of an idle hour 


SO\ 
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SONG VI. 


Set by Mr. Worgan, 


b E fair who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 


And triumph o'er the heart; 
tor once attentive be a-while 
To what I now impart. 


9 


4 ould you obtain the youth you love, 


The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him, 


As ſoon as nature has decreed 
Ine bloom of eighteen years, 


ö nd Jſabel from ſchool 1s freed, 


Then beauty's force appears; 


The youthful blood begins to flow, 


St hopes for man, and Iongs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him, 


When firſt the pleaſing pain 1s felt 


5 Within the lover's breaſt ; 


And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt ; 

de not too bold, nor yet too coy, 

ith prudence lure the happy boy, 

And that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park or play 
Aſſume a modeſt pride; 
And, leſt your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words confide. 

B 3 


of 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Vauxhall. 


The 


3 1 
The maid who thinks to gain a mate 


By giddy chat, will find too late 
That's not the way to keep him. 


In dreſſing ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex; 

Nor let the arts of dear Spadille 
Your innocence perplex. 

Be always decent as a bride ; 

By virtuous rules your reaſon guide, 
For that's the way to keep him. 


But when the nuptial knot 1s faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 

To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy beware ; 

His love with kind compliance meet; 

Let conſtancy the work compleat, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him, 


s ONO VII. 
COLIN's COMPLAINT, 
A DaLLaD IX THE Axcikx T STYLE, 
'ew ſet by Dr. Arne, 


ESPAIRING beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid, 
And whilſt a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head: 
The wind that blew over the plain 
I e his fighs with a ſigh did reply, 
And the brook, in return to his pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by, 


7 1 
Jn! Ully ſwain that I was, 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 

1 hen firſt I beheld that fair face, 


Z T'were better by far [ had dy'd; 
$ e talk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue, 
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When ſhe ſmil'd 'twas a pleaſure tao great; 


: Taten and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet; 


How fooliſh was I to believe 
2 She could doat on fo lo ly a clown; 
0 ©: that her fond heart would not grieve 
To forſake the fine folks of the town: 
ro think that a beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and fo conſtant would prove; 
To go clad like our maidens in grey, 
And live in a cottage on love. 


4 


'hat tho' I have ſeill to complain, 


hat tho' when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins fit weeping around ; 

h Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 

Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 

hy fair one mclines to a ſwain, 

Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than chine. 


nd you my companions ſo dear, 

5 Who ſorrow to ſee me bet ray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 

PForbear to accuſe the falſe maid : 

If thro? the wide world I ſhould range, 
TDiis in vain from my fortune to fly; 
Twas her's to be falſe, and to change, 
Il 'was mine to be conſtant and die. 
B 4 
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Tho? the Muſes my temples have crown'd ; 
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If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain 
And ſee me laid low in the ground; 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew; 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 

Be fineſt, at ev'ry fine ſhow, 

And frolic it all the long day; 

While Colin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 

Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green, 


% SONG VIII. 
The Wards by Gay. 


& LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 

Oh! where ſhall I my true love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among your crew ? 


William was high upon the yard, 

Rock'd by the billows to and fro; 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 

He ſigh'd, and caſt his eyes below; 
The cord flies ſwifily thro? his glowing hands, 
And quick as light'ning on the deck he ſands, 
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F Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view 
Z | Wakes | ia my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 
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o the ſweet lark, high-pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pin ions to his breaſt, 


: If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he bake, 


. He drops at once into her neſt. 
5 The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 


Might envy Williams lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet, 
O Sufan ! Suſan ! lovely dear! 


My vows ſhall ever true remain; 


9 Let me wipe off that falling tear; 


We only part to meet again. 


e as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 


The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


| | Believe not what the landmen ſay, 

| Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
; " They'l] tell thee, ſailors, when away, 

[+ In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 

Ves, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
: For thou art preſent whereſoe'ere I go. 


- 3 ky 
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- If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 


Thine eyes are ſeen in di 'monds bright; 


* 


[4 Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale; 


Thy {kin is ivory ſo white: 


| Tho? battle calls me from thy arms, 

f Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 

Tho? cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 

: William ſhall to his dear return: 

| Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly. 

Left precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan 5 eye. 


3 3 


The 
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The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, Dear! 
The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread, 7} „ 

No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board ; ar fa 
They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his head: = y 

Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land; Wae's 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her lilly hand. BY: 
Then 


SONG IX. 


() Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny laſſes; 


They bigg'd a hower on yon burn bray, 
And thick'd it over wi' raſhes. 
Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yestreen, 
And thought I ne'er could alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa panky een 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſly's hair's like a lint tap; 
She {miles like a May morning, 
When Phebus ſtarts frae Thetis' lap. 
The hill with rays adorning ; 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waiſt and feet fri genty ; 
With ilk a grace ſhe can command, 
Her lips, O wow! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like di'monds glances ; 

She's @ ſue clzan, redd up and braw, 
She kills whene*er ſhe dances ; 

Blythe as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight and tall is; 

And guides ber airs ſae graceſu 'ſtill; 
O Jove! {ics like thy Pallas. 


En f 


4 Pear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 

3 Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 

Dur fancies Jee between ye twa, 

J Ye are tic bonny laſſes; 

Wae's me, for baith I cannot get, 

| To ane by law we're ſtented; 
Then l'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented, 


SONG X. 


AN A CR EON on Himſelf, 


HEN I drain the roſy bowl, 
E Joy exhilicates my foul ; 
To the nine I raiſe my ſong, 
Ever fair and ever young: 
When full cups my cares diſpel, 
Sober council then farewell; 
Jet the winds, that mu rmer, {weep 
All my ſorro s to the 2 


Wen I drink dull time away, 

| jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 

Leads me to delightful bow'rs, 

Full of fragrance, full of flow'rs ; 
When Iquaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks with roſes twine. 
Chen I praiſe life's rural ſcene, 
wet, ſequeſter'd, and ſerene. 


When I drink the bowl profound, 
Richeſt fragrance flowing round, 
and ſome lovely nymph detain, 
Venus then inſpires the ſtrain ; 


When 
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When from goblets deep and wide ' Vl 


I exhauft the gen'rous tide, Y 
All my ſoul unbends—I play Y 
Gameſome with the young and gay. | 1 

SONG XI. 2 


In L' Allegro et il Penſeroſo, 


J ET me wander not unſeen 

By hedge-row elms on hillocks reen 
Where the ploughman near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; 
And the milk-maid ſingeth blithe, 
And the mower whets his icythe 
And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale 


Under the hawthorn in the dale. 
4 


Or let the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecks ſound, 
To many a youth and many a maid 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade. 


SON G KII. 


Sung by Mr. Tenducci. 


ENEATH a green ſhade a lovely young ſwain, 
One ev'ning reclin'd to diſcover his pain; 

So ſad yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his vow, K 

The wind ceas'd to breathe and the fountains to flow; * 

Rude winds with compaſſion could hear him com- 1. 

plain, Ee 

Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his ſtrain 


E 


8 ON G XIII. 


The IN cONS TAN. 
Sung by Mr. Phillips, at Marybone Garde 
N Set by Dr. Arne. 


OUNG Damon, with ſeducing art, 
His well-feign'd paſſion pleads; 
| Bs Sylvia take his conſtant heart, 


i She loves, and he ſucceeds: 


> Subdu'd by other charms; 
While hapleſs Sylvia vainly tries 

Do lure him to her arms. 

Of this, ye blooming fair, be ſure, 
If virtue once gives way, 
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The heart you think you hold ſecure, 
. 2 No longer owns your ſway. [ 
N 5 O0 NG XIV. N 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
3 OW blithe was I each morn to ſee 
m · My ſwain come o'er the hill! 


[He leap'd the brook, and flew to me; 
I met him with good will; 


I neithes 
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T neither wanted ewe, nor lamb, 
When his flocks near me lay ; 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me all the day. 
Oh! the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe ; 
I with I was with my dear ſwain, 


With his pipe and my ewes, 


He tun'd his pipe and reed fo ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt'ning by; 

The fleecy flock ſtood ſtill and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his melody: 

While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 

I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho? e'er fo rich and gay. 

Oh! the broom, Oc. 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour; 
Cou''d ] but faithful be; 
He ſtole my heart; cou'd I refuſe, 

W hate'er he aſk'd of me? 
Hard fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 

Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 

That ever yet was born. 

Oh! the broom, the bonny broom, 

Where loſt was my repoſe; 
I wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 


With his pipe and my ewes, 
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S O NG XV. 
| 276 Words from S AK ESPEAR. "OR at Ranelagh, 


OME, live with me, and be my love, 

And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
T hat bills and vallies, dales and fields, 
1 And all the craggy mountain yields: 

3 Phere will we fit upon the rocks, 

And fee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 

Near ſhallow rivers, by whole falls 
elodious birds ſing Madrigals. 


1.5 will I make thee beds of roſes, 
+ ith a thouſand fragrant poſies, 

A cap of flowers, with a girdle 

| ider all with leaves of myrtle; 
A gown made of the fineſt wool, 

* dich from our pretty lambs we pull, 
I theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Come live with me and be my love. 


F fur-lined ſlipper for the cold, 
With buckles of the pureſt gold; l 
A belt of ſtraw with Ivy buds, 
And coral claſps, and filver ſtuds: | 
The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, = 
For thy delight each May morning: : 
I theſe delights thy mind may move, 1 
Then live with me and be my love, 5 


SONG XVI. g 


A fong in Tamerlane, 


O thee, O gentle ſleep, alone b 
x E owing all our peace; | | 

G Þ thee our Joys are heighten'd ſhown, b 
By thee our ſorrows ceaſe, 


Tae 


"T-40-1 


The nymph whoſe hand by fraud or force 
Some tyrant has poſſeſs'd, 

By thee obtaining a divorce, 

In her own choice is bleſs'd. 


Oh ſtay! Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 
The ſadly weepipg fair 
Conjures thee not to loſe, in day, 
The object of her care. 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſhe ſought, 
That motion chas'd her ſleep: 

Thus by ourſelves are oftneſt wrought, 
The griefs for which we weep. 


SONG XVII. 
The ATTic FIRE. 


HEN all the Attic fire was fled, 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor freedom loſt her feat; 
The Gothic mantle ſpread a night, 
That damp'd fair virtues fading light, 
The muſes loſt their mate. | 


Where ſhould they wander, what new ſhore 
Has yet a laurel left in ſtore? 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer ; 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heerd, 
Soon virtue's ſacred form appear'a, 
And freedom ſoon was here; 


The 


F t. 


He fee 
The 


8 C773 

N he lazy monk has left his cell, 

4 eligion rings her hallow'd bell, 
She calls thee now by me: 

5 Hark her ſweet voice all plaintive ſounds, 
bee, ſhe receives a thouſand wounds 
If ſhielded not by thee. 

% 

5 SONG XVIII. 
c The Sky Lark. 
By Mr. Shenſtone. 


O, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſky's, 

; To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way; 
28 there on quivering pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


land if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 

And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 

N ell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 

The bird from Indian groves may ſhine; 
: And aſk the lovely partial maid, 

What are his notes compar'd to thine. 


Then bid her treat you witleſs beau, 
And all your flaunting race with ſcorn; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 

Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


SONG XX. 2 
C 
By David Garrick, Eg. 


F truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim : 
He feels the paſſion void of art, 


"ll The pure the conſtant flame. 
T ho? 


a8 1 


Tho? ſighing ſwains their torments tell, ' he 
Their ſenſual love contemn; AF ne 
They only prize the beauteous ſhell: 3 ; * 
But ſlight the i i 3 
t light th nward gem UL TO 
Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 4 5 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire; MM o©o 
But when the mind receives the dart, "2 
Enjoyment whets deſire. 2 


By age your beauty will decay, 
Your mind improves with years 

As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip ming fruit appears, 


May Heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour, 
That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 

May gather ev*ry flow'r. 


SONG XX. 


By Mr. Shenſtone, 
Set by Mr, Banniſter. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


HAT ſhepherd or nymph of the grove, 


due w 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 8 


Or lamenting aloud as I rove, : a 
There 

Since Phceebe no longer is here? BE: 

My flocks, if at random they ſtray, a Por th 
What wonder, ſince ſhe's from the plain? * F 


Her hand they were wont to obey, 
She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwain. 8 
al 


' 


.þ | SONG 


<1 an I ever r forget how we ſtray'd 


19 3 


Io the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 

Or the river that runs by the mill? 
There ſweet by my fide as ſhe lay, 


: ö And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 


Or the bleating of lambs from the fold, 


"How oft would I ſpy out a charm. 


Which before had been hid from my view? 


And while arm was enfolded in arm, 


N My lips to her lips how they grew? 
4 Wow 


How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt, 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt? 
bat pleaſures and pains each had paſs'd 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt? 


1 

No changes of place, or of time 

l felt when my fair one was near; 1 
Alike was each weather and clime, T 
Each ſeaſon that checquer'd the year; ; 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 

Did we melt on the boſom of May? 

Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 

If we roſe up to work or to play. 


dhe was all my fond wiſhes could aſk, 1 
'- She had all the kind Gods could impart, * 
She was nature's moſt beautiful taſk, | 

' Thedeſpair and the envy of art; 

There all that was worthy to prize, 

In all that was lovely was dreſs'd, 

For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 


And the virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 
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SONG XXI. 
0 . 
4 PASTORAL. 
Set by Mr. Arne, 


Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
M Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep 
My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with ſheep : 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſe, 
Where the hare-bells and violeis grow, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 
| I have found where the wood-pidgeon breed; 
But let me that plunder ſorbear, | 

She'll ſay *twas a barbarous deed ; 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young; 

And J lov'd her the more when I heard 

Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 

Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


But where does my Phillida ſtray ? 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 

Are the proves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 

'The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine; 

The ſwains may in manners compare, 

But their love 1s not equal to mine, 
But their love is not equa! to mine. 


s 0 N 


O NG XXII. 


T LEST as the immortal Gods 1s he, 
I The youth who fondly fits by thee. 
Ind hears and ſees thee all the while 
* ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. 

So ſpake the lovely eaſtern maid : 
Like thine ſeraphic were her charms 

That in Circaſſia's vineyard ſtray'd, 
And bleſt the wiſeſt monarch's arms. 
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a A thouſand pairs of high deſert 

: Strove to inchant the am'rous king, 

1 ut the Circaſſian gain'd his heart, 

And taught the royal bard to ſing, 

Clarinda thus our ſong inſpires, 

And claims the ſmooth and ſofteſt lays; 
But while each charm our boſom fires, | 

Words ſeem too few to ſound her praiſe, 


er mind, 1n every grace compleat, 
To paint, ſurpaſſes human kill; | 

"Her majeſty mixt with the ſweet ; 

let ſeraphs ſing her if they will. 

hilſt wand'ring with a raviſh'd eye, 

- We all that's perfect in her view, 

Viewing a ſiſter of the ſky, 

5 To whom an adoration's due. 


8 
2 
72702 
KS, 


1 

Few 

3 
a 


1 22 J 


— 


SONG XXII. 


SK if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet, 
That ſcents the ambient air. 

'Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet 
If dear Suſanna's fair, 


Say will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble thro? the grove ? 

Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray ; 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 
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Or filet 


i And th 
The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, dor . . 
RR a Or falt 
Let pride in ſplendor fhine, | 
Ye bards unenvied laurels wear; 1 
Be fair Suſanna mine. ich k 
When t 
may t 
SONG XXIV. wn 
| | Where 
HEN the trees are all bare not a leaf to bee ma 
ſeen, MY Nor fee 
And the meadows their beauties have loſt ; Br cho 


When all nature diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt ; 


* 
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When the peaſant, inactive, ſtands ſhiv'ring with cold, 
As bleak the winds northerly blow, E 
And the innocent flock runs for ſhelter to fold, AR 
With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow. 


In the yard when the cattle are foddered with ſtraw, Hh... , 
And ſend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 
When the neat-looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw 15 
Flakes of ice which ſhe finds on her cream. | 

When 


E 


F hen the blythe country laſs, as freſh as a roſe, 

s ſhe careleſs]; trips, often flides; 
| d the ruſtick laughs aloud, if in falling ſhe ſhews 
f Hose charms which her modeſty hides. 


Wen the lads and the laſſes for company join'd, 
1 a crowd round the embers they ſat, 

Talk of witches and fairies, that ride on the wind, 
A d of ghoſts till they are all in a ſweat; 


\ hen the birds to the barn-door come hov' ring for 
. food, 
Or filently fit on the [pray 3 

Ind the poor timid hare, in vain ſeeks the wood, 

# faithleſs her footſteps betray, 


Jeavens grant in that ſeaſon, it may be my lot, 
With the girl that J love and admire, 

When the ificles hang to the eve of my cot, 
la, thither in ſafety retire ; 


N here in neatneſs and quiet, and free from furprize, 
b We may live in each other ſecure, 
Yor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 


Þt thoſe which each other can cure. . 
| SONG XXV. 
d, | Sung by Mr. Hudlon, af Ranelagh. 


AR ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom, 
Whole fragiaace ſheds a rich perfume, 
And all the meadows fill; 
Nach fairer than the lilly blows, 
ore lovely than the bluſhing rote 
Is Patty of the mill. 


'The 


26 } 


The neighbouring ſwains her beauty fir'd; enjal 
With wonder ſtruck they all admir'd, or ba 
And prais'd her from the hill; e bol 
Each ſtrove with all his ruſtic art nd ki 
To ſooth and charm the honeſt heart e the 
Of Patty of the mill. t ant 

But vain were all attempts to move 3 ſhe 
A fixed heart more true to love bo 
Than turtles when they bill. What ſc 
A chearful ſoul, a pleaſing grace, t Hyn 
And ſweet content ſmiles in the face ttende 
| Of Patty of the mill. er fac 
hat L. 


The good a friend in fortune find, 
Exalts the honeſt virtuous mind, 
And guards it from all ill. 
Ve fair forever conſtant prove, 
Be ever kind - be true to love, 
Like Patty of the mill. 


SONG XXVI. 


| E 
FNORRINNA was lovely, was witty, and young. 
And all o'er the town had her praiſes been ſung; nd I th 
The beaux and the fops paid their court to her eyes, She 
And the belles, tho? her rivals, beheld with ſurprize. e caſt. 
Yet to all who in praiſing her charms did excel My 
Her anſwer was only, Indeed very well. nd ny , 
* 

Lyſander amidſt her admirers preſt, . 
And the true flame of love found to glow in his break, think 
With awe he approach'd and with modeſty ſpoke, T9 | 
wat. 


Yet his paſſion ſhe treated as only a joke; 
Tho? the pangs he indur'd no tongue e're could tell, I | hat 
Yet her anſwer to all was, Indeed very well. 


Denaals 


{- 35] 


enjals provok'd him to try other ways, 

or barely to kneel and to utter her praiſe ; 

e boldly embrac'd the bright nymph in his arms, 

nd kiſs'd her, and feaſted himſelf with her charms, 
e thought, of her lovers he did all excel, 

t anſwer'd Ly/ander, as yet, very well. 


3 ſhe faintly repuls'd him, the ſwain grew more 
bold, | | 
What ſoon ſhe conſented to have and to hold ; 

t Hymen's bright altar receiv'd her fair hand, 

tended by Cupids, a choice little band! 

er face ſweetly ſmiling, ſhe dares now to tell, 

hat Lyſander ſhe loves, ay, indeed very well. 


SON G XXVII. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
The Words by Mr. Shenſtone. 


HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What anguiſh 1 felt at my heart! 

nd I thought, but it might not be ſo, 

She was ſorry to ſee me depart. 

e caſt ſuch a languiſhing view, 

My path I could ſcarcely diſcern ; 

id ſo ſweetly ſhe bid me adieu, 

I thought ſhe had bid me return, 


85 


Dy 


> Mithioks ſhe might like to retire 
To the grove I had labour'd to rear; 
_ Wivbatever I heard her admire, 
„ haſted and planted it chere. 
C Her 


als 


[4 

Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, | 

So much I her accents adore, , | 

Let her ſpeak, and Whitever (he ſays, 
Fm ſure ſtill to loye her tte more. 


And now, e're | haſte to the plain, _. 
Come, Kepherds, au tell of her ways} 
I could lay down my life for the wain Rok 
Who would ſing me a ſong in her praife, 
While he ſings may the maids of the town 
Come flocking, and liſten the while 4 4d 
Nor cn bim let Hebe. once frown, | att 
. OR len 


n | 
Tho? I cannor allow her to ſmile e 


If to ſee when my charmer goes by, 
Some hermit peep out of his cell, 
How he thinks of his youth with a fi; gu!“ 
How fondly he wiſhes her well! 5 
On him ſhe may ſmile if he pleaſe, 
It will warm the coo! boſork of age ; 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hele, O ceaſe, | 
Such ſoſtneſs will ruin the lage. 2558 1 


I've ſtole from vo flowerets that grow, 
To deck the dear charms I approve, 
For what can a bloſſom beſtow, 
So ſweet, ſo delightful as love 2 
I ſing in a ruſtical way, 
A ſhepherd, and one of the ich 
Vet Hebe approves of my lay: 
Go, poets, and envy wy ſong, 


8 = pou 


CW -3 


Song by Mr. Pope. 


APPY the man whoſe wiſh and care 
A few patetnal acres bound, 
ontent to breath his native air 


In his own ground. 


Whoſe herds with milk; whoſe fields with bread 
Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire, 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 
In winter fire. 


Weſt, who can unconcern'dly find 
Hours, days, and years flide ſoft away ; 
health of body, peace of mind, 


Quiet by day, 


und ſleep by night, ſtudy and eaſe 

Together mix'd, ſweet recreation 

nd innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 
With meditation. 


bus let me live unſeen, unknown, 
Thus unlamented let me die, 

eal from the world, and not a ſtone 
tell where J lie, 


C2 SONG 


SONG 


10 1 


x15 


Sung in Harlequin Sorcerer. 


H E 


Nature gaily decks the ground; 
All in honour of the May. 

Like the ſparrow and the dove, 

NE en to the voice of love. 


De; 


S H E 


Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive ſong 
Ott has held me in the dale; 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live 
All which virtue ought to give. 


He 


Not the verdure of the grove, 


Not the garden's faireſt flower, 


Not the meads where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hours, 

Can delight thy Damon's eye, 

If Florella is not by, | 


AA] X. | 


DA No and FLORELL A. 


EY 


AST, my love, thine eyes around, 
See the ſportive lambkin's rn 3 


8 H! 
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liten t 
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S H E 


Not the water's gentle fall, 


# 
. 


By the banks with poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
4 Nor the flutes melodious and, | 
gan delight Florella's ear 25 

her Damon is not near. 


1 | Bo TH 


et us love and let us live 

| Like the chearful ſeaſon gay, | 
nilh care, and let us give 5 
Tribute to the fragrant May; 

ke the ſparrow and the dove, 

ilten to the voice of love.” * 


SONG XXX. 
Set by Mr. Boyer. 
The Words by Mr. Moore. 


ow bleſt has my time been! what 27 have 
known : 0 

Ince wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeſſey my own! © 

o joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chain, | 

nat freedom is taſteleſs and roving a pain, 

hat freedom is taſteleſs and roving a pain. 


aro? walks grown with woodbines as often we ſtray, 3 
round us our boys and pirls frolic and play ; ; 
"ww pleating the ſport is! the wanton ones fee, 


I borrow their looks from my jeſſey and me. 
1 Mud borrow, &c. 


C3 | Te. 


6 


To try her ſweet temper oft times J am ſeen 
In revels all day with the nymphs of the green; 
Tho” painful my abſcence, my doubts ſhe beguilej: 
And'meets me at night with compliance and ſmiles, 
And meets, &C. h 


— 


What tho' on her chiblek the roſe loſes i its ade, 
Her eaſe and good humour bloom all the year a, f 
_ Time ſtill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her you 
And gives, &c. Ot; © 


) nart 
; e le 


Ye ſhepherds fo gay, who make love to iaſnare, 
And cheat with falſe vows the two eredulous fair; 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you! E 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at hom. ; 
10 HOI it for 42 you muſt find i it at home. 83 


"THR 


ME, come, my 1 yoo ape our flocks 


mult ſhear; 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes ber: 
The happieſt of folks are the gotleleſs and free; 
And who are ſo gileleſs, ſo happy as were © 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury tro hte 25 | 
We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught” 
What we think in our hearts you may tead' i our eyes 
For, knowing ng fallchood, we need no dilguiſe. 
By mode and capfice are the city dames led; ; | 
But we ali the children of nature are bred: N 
By her hands alone we are pointed and dreſt, N N 
For the roſes will bloom when There! s peace in th our 1 
„„ 1 
Th 


1 [ 31 
1 e giant, Knbizien. we never can dtead; 
Gur r00fs.are-t00 low, far ſo latty: a head; 


ntept-and ſweet. che -arfulneſs wait at our door: 


el 
Mey ſmile wich che um ple, and, feed with the poor. 


. 


| When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 
Ee the flocks that ne lee are the paſſions we feel; 
od harmleſs and ſimple we {port and we play, 

Ad AYP + to fine folk to deceive and betray, 


Tm 8 Ty . 
1 SONG XXXIL. 


HE nymph that I lov'd was as chearſul as day, 
Abd as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in 
May; | 

er temper Was ſmooth as the down on the dove; 

nd her face, was as fair as the mother's of love: 

ho? mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds, 

nd receives gentle odours from flowery beds; 

et warm in affection as Phabas at noon, 

nd as Chaſte as the ſilver- white beams of the moon. 
Jer mind was unſully'd as new falling ſnow, 

nd as lively as tints from young {ris his bow; 

5 clear as the ſtream, and as deep as the flood; 

he, tho? witty, was wiſe, and tho' beautiful good. 

he ſweets that each virtue, or grace, had in ſtore, 

he cull'd, as the bee does, the bloom of each flow'r, 
Which, ctreaſur'd for me, O! how happy was 1 : 
veer tho? her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy | 


80 N G XXX1T. 
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© more ye ſwains no more upbraid, 
A youth by love unhappy made; 

our rural {ports are all 1n vain, 

To ivoth my care, or eaſe my pain: 
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Nor ſhade of trees nor fweets e 
Can er redeem fhy Happy boars; 


When eaſe forſakes the tortur'd mind, 
What pleafure can 4 lover find. . 


vet, if again you wiſh to ſee 

Your Damon ſtill reſtor'd and free; 
Go try to move the cruel fair, 
And gain the ſcornful Cælia's ear: 
But oh! forbear with too much art, 
To touch that dear relentlefs heart; 
Leſt rivals to my tears you prove, 
And jealouſy ſucceed to love. 


Y 


$ O'N'G XXXIV, 


Sung by Miſs Stevenſon, at Vauxhall, 


G Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, 
The pretti'ſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the 
plain; 
I'd hear wa ſoft tale, then declare *twas amiſs, 
And I'd often ſay no, when I long'd to ſay yes. 


And I'd often, Kc. NAR 
Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, io x, 
And ſent me two lamb-ſkins to witneſs his flame; Ang 
a! take theſe he cry'd, thou more fair than their "RUA 
fleece, To 

I could hardly ſay no, tho' aſham'd to ſay yes. Tho: y 

I could hardly, Kc. The 


Soon 


(4-36 T7 


4 after one morning we ſat in the grove,, 4 .11* 
He preſs'd my hand hard, and in mew bugs 
5 his love: * 
en tenderly aſk'd, if I'd n al 18 150 


deũgn'd to have ſaid no, but miſtook and fad park 
Rete. &c. F Enpoaods 


da $4 xv 7 "IEL + 


Mota 4 T 


File at this, with delight, FIR bean . 30 3 1 
bdbroaſt, 

ve gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt;. 
dme, lets to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs, 


To prevent being tea d, L was forc'd to op A 
[To prevent being teaz'd, &c. 


ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life, 

| ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife; 

hen take ye young damſels my counſel in this, 
You mult all die old maids if you will not ſay yes. 
Lou: muſt all die old maids if you will not ſay yes. 


SGN xxxv. 
Len 9 E 1 a Y. 
Set by, Mr. Battiſhill. 


PAREWELL Ianthe, faithleſs maid; 
Source of a}l.my grief and pain. ;. 

ho with fond hopes my heart betray'd, 

And fan'd loves kindliog flame; 

et gave from me thy hand this morn, 

To Corydon's rich heir; 

\n0 with gay veſtmerts did adorn,. 

Thee falſe yet beauteous fair. 


1 


5 Aülieu,, 


I 7 
Adieu, my native ſoil, ye vales, 
High woods and tufted hills,; 
Adieu, ye groves and flow'ry dales 
Clear ſtreams and cryſtal rillsg 
Adieu, ye bring into my ming. 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy days 
When Iphis found Ianthe kind. 
And pleaſure ſtrew'd his ways. 


gprigh 

Laugh 

ile | 
7 

; Smili. 

Eve 


E're down my homely ſteps PI bend, 


Where diſtant mountains riſe; min a th. 
In hopes that reaſon there may ſend, P ecaute 
That aid ſhe here denie:s? fiene 565 ro one 
That time and abſence may efface,.. ; 212 ,n991% be g 
Her image from my breaſt:ĩ Eure 


Which, while ſhe there maintain's a place, 
Can never taſte of ref, 


SONG XXXVI. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe, Mrs. Vincent, Miſs Collet, as 
Mits Davis, at Mary bone Gardens. 


\OME, ye party jangling ſwains, 
Leave your flocks, and quit the plains; 
Friends to country, or to court, 
Nothing bere ſhall Nr your ſport. 


£7 


83 


Ever welcome to ous feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt. The le 
| 0 2 | | The fl 
Sprighti hile 

1% 


8 } 


Mr. Lowe.” IV 1360 en osib e 
> Ul, Bene: Das dan dat 
$ prightly widows, übe Aa bus evvorg = dip! 


laughing cames, and-virgins gay; ens nl 
Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſ es 

Smiling hopes of tec Ono} 13% an 
Ever welcome, &. b > 5131161 Een 


£ * 4 a q * 
s- © # wo ? 4 a 7 * if the. 


1 Mrs. corrxrr. 


1 the rip*ning fan can bring, 
zeauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring, 

In one varying ſcene we ſno ww, 

he green, the ripe, the bud, the blow.” 
Ever welcome, Kc. | 


| 3 
335 


N 1 


Mifs Da 


omus jeſting, muſic charming, 
ine infpiring, beauty warming; 
Rage with party-malice dies, 

Feace returns, and diſcord flies. 
a Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry friendly gueſt, 


SON GG XXXVII. 


ELCOME, ſun and ſouthern ſhowers 
Harbingers of birds and flowers, 

arewell balls and maſquerades, 

Vſelcome grots and cooling ſhades; 

looming May approaches near, 

The lowing of the herds we hear; 

Je flatt'ring lambs around us bleat, 

VU bile daizies ſpring beneath our feet, 


Birds 


(6k 


Birds are perch'd in ev'ry ſpray, 
Warbling notes to praiſe the day; 
A thouſand herbs their fragrance yield, 
And cowſlips cover all the field, 
Sure 'tis time that now we flee: 
London from thy ſmoak and thee: 
Welcome joys more pure and true, 
Drums and routs, adieu, adieu. ö 


SONG XXXVIIL. 950 


HEN here, Lucinda, firſt we ne 


Where Arno rolls his ſilver ſtream; 100 510 


How briſk the nymphs, the ſwains how gay! 
Content inſpir'd each rural lay: 

The birds in livelier concert fung, 

The grapes in fuller cluſters hung, 

All look'd as joy could never fail, 

Among the ſweets of Arno's vale. 


But ſince the good Palemon dy'd, 

The chief of ſhepherds, and their pride; 
Now Arno's ſons muſt all give place 

To northern men, an iron race: 

The taſte of pleaſure now is o'er; 

Thy notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more; 
The muſes droop, the Goths pans, 
Adieu the ſweets of Arno's vale! 
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q SONG: XXXIX. 


STREPHON of the HIT. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


ET others Dome? 8 Praiſe rehearſe, 
| Or Coliu's at their will; 

mean to ſing, in ruſtic verſe, 

Voung Srrephon of the hill. 


s once I ſat beneath a made, 
keſide a purling rill; 72 
Vho ſhou'd my ſolitude invade, 
But Strepbon of the bill? 


Wc tapt my ſhoulder, ſaatch's a kiſs, 
| I cou'd not take it ill; | 

or nothing, ſure, 1s done amiſs 

By Strephon of the hill. 


donſent, O lovely maid! he cry'd, 
| Nor aim thy fwain to kill: 
onſent this day to be the bride 

Of Strephen of the hill. 


Dbſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
See how they fit and bill 

jo ſweet your time mall pais away 
With Strephon of the hill. 


Ne went to church with hearty glee, 
O love propitious (141! 
lay ev'ry nym ph be bleſt, like me, 
With 9zrepheor of the hill. 


SONG 
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SONG XL. 


- * if * 


Set 5 Mr. Baildon. 


Sung « at : Vauxhall 
'TTEND, ye 8 Ste E impart 

The ſecret wiſhes of my heart; 
And tell what ſwain; if one there be, 
Whom fate deſigns for love and me. 


Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 

Let honour all his actions guide; 
Stedfaſt in virtue let him be, | 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Let ſolid ſenſe inform his mind, 

With pure good- nature ſweetly join'd; 
Sure friend to modeſt merit be, 

The ſwain Ware ſor love and me. 


Where ſorrow prompts the penſive ſigh, 
Whence grief bedews'the drooping eye, 
Melting in ſympathy I ſee, 

The ſwain defign'd for love and me. 


Let ſordid av*rice claim no part 
Within his tender, gen'rous heart; 
Oh! be that heart from falſehood ſroe, 
Devoted all to love and me. 


E 


SONG XLI. 
A favourite Scotch Ron p rav. 


Sung by Mrs. Weilſchel, at Vauxhall. 
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Ser by Mr. Hook. 


E nymphs *tis true to Colin's ſtrain 
F I've often liſten'd in the grove, 
And can you blame me that a ſwain 
Like Colin ſhould engage my love. 


las! could IT my heart ſecure, 

” Unleſs to worth and merit blind; 
Ah! ſay cou'd you yourſelves endure, 
| To ſlight a ſwain fo true and kind. 


When truth conveys the tender tale, 

And honour breathes the ſhepherd's figh ; 
Love o'er diſcretion will prevail, 

To ſhun its power in vain we try. 


SONG XLII. 
The Words by a Lady of Quality. 
Set by Dr. Bovce. 


HILST on my Colin's knee l fit, 
| Lur'd by thy voice, charm'd with thy wit, 
My panting heart true meaſore beats, 
And pladly ev'ry high repeats; 
ligh with joy, that thou mapy'ſt ſee, 
CW ſympathize in all—with thee, 


E140; Þ: 


No matter how the ice was Woke 
Or whether you or I firſt ſpoke; _ 
Who only barter love for love, 
The niceneſs,ot the paſſion prove: 
For oft in gratitude we give, 

And ſometimes generoufly receive. 


Levell'd by love, let neither try, 

To fix ſuperiority; 

Since all the kind, the fond conteſt, 
Of whether you or love beſt, 
Like heedleſs touching a wrong key, 
But jars the ſound of harmony. 


SON G XIII. 
NE 1 1 1 1 N . 


Szz by Mr. Battiſhill, 


3 the ſmoaky town, adiem. 


Each rude and ſenſual joy; 
Gay, fleeting pleaſures, all untrue, 
That in poſſeſſion cloy. 


Far from the garniſh'd ſcene III fly, 
Where folly keeps her court, 

To wholeſome, ſound philoſophy, 
And harmleſs rural ſport. 


How happy is the humble __ 
How bleſt the deep retreat, 
Where ſorrow's billows never ſwell, 
Nor paſſion's tempeſis beat! 


Aus 


0 


J L 4 1 
5 Ie fafely thro? the ſea of life, 


Calm reaſon wafts us o'er, 

gee from ambition, noiſe, and ſtrife, 
14 o death's eternal ſhore. 
4 


0 SONG XIIV. 
By Dr. Arne. 


F thy ſex the faireſt, 
Daphne come my deareſt! 
See the opening ſpring invites! 
rthly ſweets abounding, 
afy woods ſurrounding, 


Call us forth to new delight, 
ark, how ſoftly cooing, 


n male turtle wooing, 

Strives to charm the female dove! 
e no coyneſs feigning, 

man arts diidaining, 


Whiſpers thus 


love love, 


arm'd by her example, 
ie my dear, a ſample, 
Of my heavenly joys in view! 
t lov'd form reſigning, 
bw a heart inclining, 


To be kind and true, 


4 } 
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A favourite Air, ſang by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhal, K 
det by Mr. Worgan. 5 


HEN chilling winter hies awa 
I Flora, re-aſfumemy rein 
Bore on the wings of balmy Mayr. 
J come to paint the woods and plain. int 74 
Ambroſial ſweet I have in ſtore, f 190 fi ne 10 
The cowſlip, violet, roſe, appear: 
The nymphs and ſwains my power adore. Tis d: 
And with my preſence all the yea: Poartf 
Enrich'd by me the grateful thronng. "Wis ſa 
All dreſs'd with flow'rs and garlands gay: 0 eaſ) 
With feſtive pipe, and dance, and ſong, 


| ut wl 
hey t 


Now keep their much-lov'd Flora's day. 85 
0 m. 
| | Ind d 
S O'N. G-/XLVI.- 1 
A favourite Song, ſung by Mrs, Weichſel, at Vaux- ip 1 
hall, Set by Mr. Worgan. Sas 
N ſpring newly dawning invites ev'ry flower 
To bloſſom again on the mead or the bow'r ; 
"Tho? ſports on each plain the young ſhepherds prepare Fg 
To me they're unpleafing if Fockey's nat there. | / 
Tho? ſports, &c, he b 


Lel 


aſe 


1 


1 let winter its kay ſpread wide o'er the ſcene, 
And nought but its gloom on each object is ſeen ; 
No me een a deſart ſeems lovely and fair, 
11 

fortune decrees that my Fockey is there. 
Tho? ſports, &c. 


SONG XLVII. 
The Fond FAI. 


— — 
A * _ * T4 
R 2 n EPS 
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Sung by Miſs Hitchcock, at Sadler's Wells, 


HEN lovers for favours petition, 
Oh! then they approach with reſpect; 

Nat when in our hearts they've admiſſion, 

bey treat us with ſcorn and neglect, 

Wis dangerous ever to try them, 

Wo artful are men to deceive; 

is ſafer, much ſafer to fly them, 

0 ealy are maids to believe. 


) Cupid ! why art thou purſuing, 
ach endleſs deſigns on my heart, 

o make me ſo fond of my ruin, 

ind doat on the cauſe of my ſmart, 

h vain do | ſtrive to remove him; 
tliction to reaſon is blind; 

n (pite of his failings J love him, 

e's charming, tho' falſe and unkind. 


SONG xLVII. 
By the Author of the SHIPWRECK, 


HE ſmiling plains, profuſely gay, 
Are dreſt in all the pride of May, 

he birds around in every vale, 

"Wieathe rapture on the vocal pale. 


But 
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[44 ] 

But aht Miranda, without thee, 

No fpring, nor ſummer ſmiles on me 
All lonely in the ſecret ſhade, ” 

] mourn thy abſence, charming maid. 


O ſoft as love, as honour fair! 
More gently ſweet than vernal air, 
Come to my arms, for vou alone 
Can all my anguiſh paſt atone, 

O come; and to my beedili bedrt, 
Th' embrofial balm of love 1 impart ; 2 78 
Thy preſence laſting joy ſhall bring, 2 
And give the 85 eternal ring | 


Ul i - 


8 6 N 6 XLIX. 


] Y former time, how briſk 15 gay, 


So blithe was J, as blythe could be; 
But now I'm (ad, ah! well-a-day, 
For my true love is gone to ſea. 


The lads purſue, F ſtrive to man, 
Their wheedling arts are loſt on me, 
For Ito death ſhall love but one 
And he, alas! is, gone to tea, 


As droop the flow'rs till light return, 
As mourn the dove its abſent the, | 

So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, ' 

Till my true love returns from ſea. 


t 45 3 
8 0 N 1 


A favourite Song. Set by Mr. Barthelemon, and 
Jung by Mrs. Weichſell, az ha. 


ENTLE Damos ceaſe to woo me, 
( Tis in vain you thus p urſue me, 
ghs and tears cannot ſubdue me, 
: 1 can change my, conſtant heart. 
Fours Philauder's s generous paſſion | 
Taught me firſt ſoft inclination 3 
ever mall your ſly perſuaſion 
Make me act a treacherous part. 
Gentle Damon ceale, &c. 


aſe, O ceaſe, then this complaining, 
Such perfidious arts diſdaining ; 

et bright honour, once more reigning, 
To your ſoul its rays impart. 

Gentle Damon ceaſe, &c. 


SGN . 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


[USH, ye birds, your amorous tales, 
1 Purling rills in ſilence move! 
fly breathe, ye gentle gales, 
ſk ye wake my ſlumb'ring love... , . * 


the joy beyond expreſſion, 


MY [hat inchanting form to own! 
en to hear the ſoft con feſſion 
That her heart is mine alone. 


(. 36. 3 


H how vain is ev'ry bleſſing, 

How inſipid all our joys, 

Life how little worth poſſefling, 
But when life its time employs ! 


Love the pureſt, nobleſt pleaſure 
That the gods on earth beſtow, 

Adding wealth to ev ry treaſure, 
Taking pain from ev'ry woe. 


Ih this ſhady bleſt retreat 
I've been wiſhing for my dear 
Hark ! I hear his welcome feet, 
Tell the lovely charmer's near, 


*Tis the ſweet bewitching ſwain, 
True to love's appointed hour; 

Joy and peace now ſmile again: 
Love! I own thy mighty power, 


8 Ss LIV. 


Serene was all the ſky, 
When on the waves I left my dear, 
The center of my joy ; 
Heaven and nature ſmiling were, 
And nothing ſad but I, 


Ser by Mr. Hook. 


SONG III. 
Set by Mr. Bach, 


RIGHT was the morn, cool was the air, 


| | ach 
All 


Each 


2 An 


Curlir 


As 
bh 
"V1 
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Tory 
As 


ide 
Ane 
ear 2 
| An 
ell h 
Ine 


weet 


Wh 


Ich roſy field did odours ſpread, 

All fragrant was the ſhore ; 

ach river god roſe from his bes: 

And ſigh'd and own'd her pow'r ; 

Curling their waves, they deck'd their heads, 
© As proud of what they bore, 


jo when the fair Egyptian queen 
Her hero went to ſee, OA 
Fyanus ſwell'd o'er his banks with pride, 
| As much in love as he. 


lide on, ve waters, bear theſe lines, 
And tell her how diftreſs'd : 
ear all my ſighs, ye gentle winds, 
And waft them to her breaſt ; 
ell her, if e'er ſhe proves unkind, 
I never ſtall have reſt. 


SNG ILV 
Set by Mr. Howard. 


A T ſetting day and riſing morn, . 
With ſoul that fill ſhall love thee, 
| aſk of heaven thy ſafe return, 
With all that can improve thee : 
1 vifit oft the birken buſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
weet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me, 


Eac 


[ 48 ] 

To all our haunts thou didſt repair, 
By green-wood, ſhade, or fountain, 

Or where the ſummer's. day Pd mare; 
With you upon the mountain: 

There will I tell the trees and flowers, 
With thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 

By vows your're mine, my love is your's, 
My heart which cannot wander. 


SONG LVI. | 


A SAN rr E 


AS PAYS: Ann TIS 3 
T.. Ri ee, 


Set y Dr. Arne. 


-REELT4AT;1-v' 


HE feſtive board was met, the ſocial band, hat 


Round fam'd Anacreon took their ſilent ſtand; Here 

My ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule; bat! 
No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool, ih 
Where Love and Bacchus jointly reign within, ow 
Old care, begone + here ſadneſs is a fin. [he n 
AIX. "Fe [is tr 

Tell not me the joys that wait 1 
On him that's learn'd, or him that's great, aa 
Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe ; Dai 
Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe ; heſe 
'The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, egle 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, a 


Me their friend and fav'rite own, 
And I was born for them alone; 
Bus'neſs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 
Give them to the fools I hate. 


But 


191 


hat let love, let life be mine, 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 
Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay: 
Gayly let the minutes fly, 

In wit and freedom, love and joy: 
so ſhall love, ſhall life be mine: 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 


SONG LV. 
Set by Dr. Arn. 


HAT means that tender ſigh, my dear! 
Why filent drops that cryital tear? 

hat jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 

here love and peace delights to rell? 

hat tho* my Jochey has been ſeen 

ith Molly ſporting on the green, 

Twas ang an artful trick to prove 

[he matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


is true a noſegay I had dreſt 
0 grace the witty Daphne's breaſt; 
ut *twas at her deſire to try 
Damon caſt a jealous eye, 
heſe low'rs will fade by morning dawn, 
eglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn; 
ut in thy fragrant boſom lies 
ſweet purfume that never dies. 


Put 1 SONG 


s 0 N 6 IVI. 
A favourite Cantata. 3 


Set by Mr. Stanley. 


1917 Ti? 


HO'LL buy a heart, Myrtilla aſd > 


And throws about her wanton eyes 3 3 


An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 

A face, like lovely Hebe's fair ; 

A pair of eyes that wound at fight, 2 

And foil the di'mond's piercing light ? 

Come hither, ye that long to prove 
The ſeul-enchanting joys of love ; 

Come, quickly come, for only he 

Buys that bids the moſt for me: 

But let no ſordid wretch preſume 

With even Craſus“ wealth to come, 
Nor vainly hope for gems, or geld, 
Such charms as theſe can e'er be fold ; s 20 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 
For love's the only coin I take. 


SONG LVII. 


Set by Dr. Arne, 


OVE's a gentle, gen'rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delights, | 
Which, with mutual inclination, 32 
Two fond hearts in one unites. 


PF 


- 5 


; 1 
| Fuat are titles, pomp, or riches, 
| & If compar'd with true content ; 


That falſe joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd we may repent. 


1 Lawleſs paſſion brings vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love, 
Pa glorious emulation, 


Of the bliſsful ſtate above, 


SONG LVII. 


A favouriiO CANTATA, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
A1R. 

WII Damon wilt thou ſtrive i In vaing 


| My firm reſolves te move; 
My heart, alas! may feel the pain, 
| Bat ſcorns the guilt of love. 


| RecirartiIve. 


Perfidious too like all the reſt, 
Is faithleſs Damon grown: 

Ah! can'ſt thou ſeek to wound the breaſt, 
That pants for thee alone? 


AIR. 


No- for a thought ſo meanly baſe, 
Ungrateful thou ſhalt find, 

The heart that could admire thy face, 
Can hate thee for thy mind. 


D 2 


( 52 J 


Sei in. 


Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


ATR Hebe M left with a cautious deſign 
To eſcape from her charms, and to drown thealf 1 

in wine; 
Itry'dit, bat found when Lcame to depatt 


The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my heart. 110 
N N a 62.55 Por) 
J repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, Ive m 


Who paus'd on my e cate and each -circumſlanc; 
weigh'd, | 
Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my pray 1 
That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a trath, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught, 
I] came for your counſel to find out a fault. 

If that's all, quoth reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebs would forfeit my name. 


What hopes then, tas} of relief from my pain, 
While like lightning ſhe darts through each chrobbig 


vein ? 


hat 


My ſenſes ſurpriz'd in her favour took arms, ut, 
And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms, | 
py Shall 

SONG LX. 
The Modeit Queſtion. lud 


AN love be controul'd by advice ? 
Can madneſs and reaſon agree? ball 
O Molly ! who'd ever be wiſe, Ty 


It vans; 18 loving of thee: | 


C53 J 


Let doll ſages pretend to deſpiſe, 

The joys they want ſpirits to tale ; 
Net me ſeize on old time as he flies, 
þ Ad the bleſliggs of life while they laſt, 


I Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares, 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy; 
eo ſoon we may met with grey hairs, 
Too late m. ay reper.t being coy. 

Fhen, Melly, for what ſhould we flay, 
Ti our bed blood begins to ron cold! 
Pur youth we can have but to-day, 

e may always find time to grow old. 


＋ 


LNCE 


S ON G IXI. 
t, In EL IZ A. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


bigghat each night they went ſafely to reſt, 
And they merrily ſung thro” the day: 


put, ah! what a ſcene mult appear, 


Y fond ſhepherds of Jate were & bleſt, 
L Their fair nymphe were ſo happy and gay; 1 


Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er; 
Shall the tabor, the tabor, no more ſtrike the ear, 
Shall the dance on the green be no more. 


luſt the flocks from their paſtures be led, 


D 


Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad; 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moot'd in each road: 


[ 54] 


Moſt the arts be all ſcatter'd around, 
And ſhall commerce grow ſick of her tide; 


Muſt religion, religion, expire on the ground, 
And ſhall virtue "ACS down by her fide. 


8 0 N G LXII. 


b in Conus. 5 


W OULD you taſte the noon-tide ai, | 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 


Where woven with the poplar bough, Vu 
The mantling vine will ſhelter vou. 


'The mantling vine will ſhelter you. 
Down each fide a fountain flows. 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Lightly v'er the moſſy ground, 
Sultry Phebus ſcorching round, 
Sultry Phoebus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds, and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er funny hillocks, ſleep; __ -. * 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe, _ _ F 
The fair does all alone repoſe; 5 


The fair does all alone repoſe: -A 
All alone; yet in her arms 

Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarm, WI 
Till, bleſt and bleſſing, you ſhall own, . Tr; 
The joys of love are joys alone; HP No 
The joys of love are joys alone. 1 Pie 


S ON 


1 55 1 


SONG LX 
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Let by Dr. Arne. 


Ivy dimpled brook and fountain brim, 
The wood nymphs deck'd with daiſies trim; 

heir merry (merry) wakes and paitimes keep, 
What has night to do with fleep ? 
Night has better ſweets to prove, 

Venus now wales, and wakens love; 
Come let us our rites begin, 
PTis only day-light that makes ſin. 


- —— 


IB 
SONG ILXIV. 
Dukrro. Sang in the AER 
Set by Dr. 8 


FROM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 
1 We follow ſweet variety; f 

By turns we drink, and dance, and fing, 
Fire's for ever on the wing. $537 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul, 

Tranſports of the jovial ſoul; 

No dull ſtinting hour we own, | 
Pieaſure Courts our time alone. EY 


4 SONG 


1 


8 ON G LXV. 
In ie fame. 
Sing by Mr. Beard. 


OW Pheebus ſinketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong and welcome jeſt; 
Widvigde ihouts and revelry, 
Tipſy dance and jollity. 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine, 
Braid your locks, &c. 


Rigobr now is gone to bed, 
And advice, with ſcrupulous head; 
Strict age and ſour ſeverity, 
With their grave ſaws in ſlumber le, 
With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 


SONG. LXVI. 
Sung by the ſame in the ſame. 


| B* the gaily circling olaſs, 


We can ſee how minutes paſs ; 3 | £ 

By the hollow caſk are told e 
How the waning nipht grows old, 
low the waning night grows ola! = 


Soon, too ſoon ! the buſy day, 
Drives us from our ſports and play, 
What have we with day to do, 

Sons of care *twas made for you, 
Sons of care 'twas made for you. 


1.8 


80 NG LXVII. 
Sung by the ſame in the fame, 
Set by Dr, Arne. 


LY ſwiftly ye minutes, till Comus receive, 


The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 


| Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 
bow'r and grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain; 
The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave, 
| Love and wine give, ye gods, or take back what you. 
gave. | 


SONG LXVII. 
Save by Mrs, Pinto, 
In the ſame. 
Ser by Dr. Arne. 


WEET eccho! ſweeteſt nymph, that liv'ſt unſeen: 
| Within thy airy cell, 
By flow Meander's margin green, 
| And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
| Where the love-lorn nightingale, 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well,. 
Canft thou not tell me of a gentle pair, 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are. 


D 3 Ot 


i The name leſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can give; 


e 


DIV 5921310 N 


O! if you gave cd ©9191 yaommEd bas 
Hid them in ſome: flow? ry cave; r a, 7 
Tell me but where, 115 1 
Sweet queen of parley. e 3210 . 
So may'ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſciess, . 


And give reſounding Hes to all nents 5 harmonic 


7. 


; * 
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In the ſame. 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto, Miſs Poitier, and Mr. Beard, 
80 by Dr. Arne. _ otic bebe * 5 VA 


12 


IVE, and love, enjoy the tet 7 is} 110 


BELLA th | 05 
Baniſh ſorrow, baniſh care; olg EY L 
Mind not what old dotards ſay; ks in 
Age has had his ſhare of playz - © 


But love's ſports begin to-day, 
From the fruits of ſweet delight, 
Let no ſcare- crow virtue fright. 
Here in pleaſures vineyards we 
Rove like birds, from tree to tree; 


Careleſs, airy, gay, and free. 
8 © N G LXX. 
1 the ſame. 
Sing by Mr. Mattocks, 8 
, | Ne 


OME come, bid adieu to fear, 
Love and harmony live here: 

No domeſtic jealous jars, 
Buzzing ſlanders, words and wars, 


In 


1 

n my prefence will appear; 

ove and harmony reign here; 

zighs to am'rous ſighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, boſoms durning: ts 
Boſorns with warm wiſhes panting, 
ſords to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes 8 
Are the only tamults here, 8 330 
All the woes you need to fear; 

Pore and harmony reign here. 


. S D1653 AM Unt 8 on G8 LXXI. #4 1\/ 17 enn 
TOR on beds of fading flow'rs, 
Shedding ſoon their gaady pride: 
Nor with ſwains in ſyren bow'rs, 
Will true pleaſure long reſide. 
1 awful pleaſure's hill ſublime, 
nthroned ſits th' immortal fair; - 
ho wins her height muſt patient climb: 
The ſteps are peril, toil, and care;. 
| So from the firſt did Jove ordain, 
Ecernal bliſs for tranſient pain, 


= p—— 
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5 SONG LXXII. 
Se Y Dr. Arne. 
URE Sally is the lovelieſt laſs, 
that e'er gave ſhepherd gles; 


Not May-day in its morning dreſe, 
Is half fo fair as he: | 


In 


f & } 


Let poet's paint their Paphian: a, WPI bt Alas 
And fancy'd forms ador em 8 1 
Ye bards! had you my Sally ſeen, oo Non 


You'd think on choſe no more. 7650 . \ 


No more you'd prate of Hybla's hills, 
Where bees their honey ſip;  - | 
Did you but know the ſweets that dwell, 
On Sally's love-taught lip: 


But oh! take heed ye tuneful ſw ains! 1 
Tune bright temptation ſhun :, | 1 
Or elſe like me, you'll Wear her chains, 1 : 
Like me you'll be undone ! | 1 
Once in my cot ſecore | ſlept, | 
And lark-like hail'd the morn; 
More ſportive than the kid I kept, | Th 
Iwanton'd o'er the lawn: | WI 
To ev'ry maid love-tales 1 told, He 
And did my truth aver; Ik 
Yet e're the parting kiſs was cold, 
.Llaugh'd at love and her. | 2 1 
| Hi 
But now the aloamy grove I bel | | Bu 
Where love-lorn ſhepherd's ſtray; Wi! 
There to the winds my griefs 1 ſpeak, N 
And ſigh my ſoul away; | T 
Nought but deſpair my fancy paints, 1 
No dawn of hope I ſee; 5 
But Sa ly's pleas'd at my complaints, | A 
Ard laughs at love and me. a 
Since theſe my poor Salted. lambs, 1 
So late my only care; 11 
Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, 14 


Aud ſtray'd I know nt where: 
Alas! 


Alas! my ewes ! in vain you bleat, 
My lambkins loſt; adieu! 


No more we on the plain ſhall meet, 
} You've loft your ſhepherd. too. 


SONG LXXHL. 
THE YELLOw Haik?D LADDIE. 


N April, when primroſes paint the ſweet alas. : 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain ; 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would often times go, 

| To wild and deep glins, where the hawthorn trees 
grow, 


| There under the ſhade of an old facred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves evening and morn ; 
He ſang with ſo ſoft and inchanting a ſound, | 
| That ſylvans and fairies, unſeen, danc'd aroand. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung; tho? young Molly be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a proud, ſcornful air; 
| But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
| Her breath like the breezes, perfum'd in the ſpring. ' 


| That Molly, in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
| But Suke was faithful, good-humour'd and free, 

| And fair as tne goddels that un from the ſea. 


| That mamma's fine daughter with all her great dow'r, 
Was anokwardly airy, and frequently ſour; 
| Then fighins. he wiſhed, would parents agree, 


Tue wiity, {veer Suſie, his miltreſs might be. 


SONG 


C V AL oy £ : {5 


80 N 0 LxXXIV.. 
'Txxoven, 1 Wenn bi. 
Sung 9 Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall, : 
Ser 55 Mr. Michael Aro 35 


SANDY, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly ae / 

Thy preſence could eaſe me, 1 

When naithing can pleaſe me! 2502 5 1 

Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the bourn, ] 

Or through the wood laddie, until thou return. 

1 19210 7% ff 3 Y 

Tho' woods now are hoody and mornings are clean. 1 

While Pawrocks are ſinging I 

And primroſes ſpringing ] 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, | 

When more the wood, laddie, ye dinna een 11 


| That Lam bers Fakes ſpare not to tell, | 3 
Im faſn'd wy their ſcorning, 5 BE 
Baith ev'ning and morning, 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When through the wood, laddie, I wander myſel. 


Then ſtay my dear Sandy no longer away, 
But quick as an arrow, | 

8 Haſte hence to thy marrow, 

Who's living in languor till that happy day, 

When pad the wood, laddie, we'll e ang and 
PAN; 
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SONG LXXV. 


Sung $2 the R EPRISAL, 
ROM the man whom I love, tho? my heart I dif. 
guiſe, 
] will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe; 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a aw, 
He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


* 
A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau. 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a row; | 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon; 
In e 4 hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 


As a W rapacious, in falſchood a fox, 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks; 
As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog, 

In milchief an ape, and in {awning a dog. 


In a 8 to Gin up all his talents together, 5 
His heart is of lead, and his brains are of feather; 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 5 
He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


SONG LXXVI. 
Love and AFFECTION, 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Yeates. 


E \ HEN youth mature to manhood grew, 
Soon beauty touch'd my heart; 
From vein to vein love's lightning flew, 
With pleaſing, painful ſmart: 
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My boſom dear content forſook, 
And ſooth'd the ſoft dejection; 

The melting eye, the ſpeaking look, 
Prov'd love and ſweet affection. 


Unus'd to arts which win the fair, 
What could a ſhepherd do; 
And to ſubmit to ſad deſpair, 
Was not the way to wooe : 
At length I told the lovely W 
J hop'd ſhe'd no objection; 
To talk (while round her lambkins play'd, 5 
Of love and ſweet affection. 


A bluſh my Chloe” „ ebeek bedeck'd, 185 f 


A bluſh devoid of guile; 


« And what from me, can you expect: n 0. 


She anſwer'd with a ſmile; 
« How many nymphs have Led betray'd, 


„ Through want of calm reflection; 


Then don't my peace of mind invade, 
« With love and ſweet affection.“ 


Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 
In wedlock. s bands let's join; 

My kids, my kine, my herd, my cot, 
My ſoul irſelf is thine : 

To church I led the charming fair, 

To Hymen's kind protection; 

And now life's deareſt joys we ſhare, 

With love and ſweet affection. 
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S ON OG LXXVIL. 
Sung by Miſs Dawſon, at the Grotto Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Bates. 


'Y father and mother forever they chide, 
Becaule I young Colin approve, 


N Tho' witty and manly, they can't him abide, 


But l'm alone guided by love. 


My father, I warrant, when at Colin's age, 


No doubt, but purſu'd the ſame plan; 


; My mother, *tis certain, took care to engage, 


At once to make ſure of her man, 


| And why ſheuld not I the maxim purſue, 


I wonder ſhe angry ſhould be, 


| | When I in my turn, the ſame thing but do, 
As ſhe has long done before me. 
| candidly own, when e'er the youth's by 


I've all I can wiſh in my view; I 
Nor will I, like other coy maids, piſh and ſye, 
The duce ſhall take me if I do, 


Cool ſtreams to the heart, nor flow'rs to the bee, 
Such pleaſure they each cannot gain, 

As Coliu's lov'd prefence is always to me, 
For ſure he's the pride of the plain. 

And though he ſhould ſhow all the arts of his ſex, 
Or faithleſs as others, might prove, 

It would not my mind by half ſo perplex, 
But knowing none elſe worth my love. 


That 


—m:tt— r—— — —— — 


— — 


1 P * 


— = 


1 66 


That thought I will baniſh, lay. fifty to tete / 
The licence he ſoon will procu re; 

Perhaps you will ſay well, and prithet what then, | 
J wed him, my dears, to be ſure. 


S ON G IxXXVII. 
. N in * . 
Lang by Miſs Dawſon, at the Grotto Gardens. 


Set by Mr. Bates, 
* 3 ofe chides me, and lt; me, my Hear 
I beg to men's tales you will never give ear: 
They're ſubtile as foxes, their ends to obcain;; oh 
Be careful, my child; how you liſten to men. 
Lord love her dear Heart, to be ſure it was kind, 
did my erfdeavours her precepts to mind; 
And to hear her advice oft gravely have ſat, 
Tho! it ſignifies nothing, no matter for that. 


Yet till ſhe kept teazing and 1 me ſo, + 

And begging *mongſt men I'd not venture to 893 3 

J gave my conſent her opinin to win, 

But what are love promiſes? Not worth a pin. 

It chanced that one day, both my mamma and me, 
Were aſk'd to a friend's, both to dine and drink tea, 
There with a young fellow I fell into chat, 

Indeed he was handſome, no matter for that. 


No ſooner got home, how my mother did rave, 
And read me ſach inſtances, moral and grave, 
Of men's many perjuries, adding, ſhe thought 
I let my eyes wander much more than-I ought F 
. An 
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And argued, I thought, on the point ſomewhat hot, 


But dry morals preaching, it ſignifies not. 


I love the Tweet fellow, 'Il have him, that's flat, 
Mamma, ſhe may preach, but no matter for that. 


SONG LXXIX. 


The GoLprincH. % CHLOE. 


RBCITATIVE. 


ith ardour panted to be free, 


His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain, 


To Hangel's pleaſing notes as Chloe ſung 
1 The charms of heavenly liberty: 
A unt Bites till then with bondage pleas'd, 


Yet e're he flies, tunes forth this parting ſtrain, 


AIR. 


Whilſt to the diſtant vale I wing, 
Nor wait the ſlow return of ſpring, 
Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell, 

Than in my Chloe's warmer cell; 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
I firſt was taught weet liberty. 


Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall chear, 
With genial warmth, the drooping year, 


JI] tell, upon the topmoſt ſpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And in my priſon learn'd from thee 
To warble forth beet liberty. 

Waſte not on me a uſeleſs care, 

That kind concern let Strephon ſhare, 


slight 
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Slight are my ſorrows, light my ills, 
To thoſe which thy poor caprive feels; 
Who kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for bis liberty. Ane 


SONG LXXX. 


A fawvourite RON DEA v. 


Seng by Mts. Weichſel. at Vaxxhall. 


Ser by Signor Giordina, 


LATT'RING hopes the mind deceiving, 


Eaſy faith teo often cheat; 


Woman fond, and all-believing, 


Loves and hugs the dear deceit. 


Lanpty ſhow of pomp and riches, 
Cupid's trick to catch the fair; 

Lovely maids too oft bewitches. 
Flattery is the beauty's ſpare. 

Flatt'ring hopes the mind, &c. 


SONG LXXXI. 


8 K me not how calmly I 
All the cares of life defy; 
How I baffle human woes; 


Woman, woman, woman knows, 


You may live and laugh, as I; 
You like me may cares defy; 

All the pangs that heart endares : 
Woman, woman, woman cures. 


] 
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Aſk me not of empty toys, 
Feats of arms and drunken joys; 
J have pleaſure more divine, 
Wolnan, woman, woman's mine. 


Raptares more than folly know, 
Methan fortune can beſtow 
Flowing bowls and conquer'd belds, 
Woman, Woman, woman yields, 


Aſk me not of, woman's arts, 

Broken vows and faithleſs hearts; | 
Tell the wretch,, who pines and grieves 
Woman, e woman lives. 


All delignes che + heart can know, 
More 8 folly can beſtow; 

Wealth of worlds and crowns of kings, 
Woman, woman, woman brings. 


SONG LXXXI. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 


W HEN the nymphs were contending for wins 


and fame 

Pright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in right of her claim, 

And to crown the high tranſports dear conqueſt excites, 

At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's, 

At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's. 
| / 

But how ſhall T whiſper this fair one's ſad caſe, 

A cruel diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her ſweet face; 

Her vermillion 1s chang'd to a dull ſettled red, 


And all the gay graces of Newry are fled. 
And all, &c. 


Take 


toe} 


Take heed all ye fair, left you triumph in vain ; 
For Sylva, though alter'd from pretty to Plain, 
Is now more peel ſince tax nh took lace, | 
Than when ſhe poſſeſt the perfections of face. 


Convinc'd ſhe no more can coquette it and teaze, 
Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe ; 

Makes truth and diſcretion the guide of her life; 
Tho! ſpoil'd for a toaſt, ſhe's weil form'd-for a wife. 
'Tho? ſpoil'd for a toaſt, &c. 


SONG LXXXII. 


A CanTaTa, Written by Sir Richard Steele. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


RECITATIVE. 


Wretch long tortur'd with diſdain, 
That ever pin*d, but pin'd in vain, 
At length the god of wine addreſt, 
Sure refuge of a wounded breaſt, 


A1R. 


Vouchſafe, O pow'r, thy healing aid, 
Teach me to gain the cruel maid; 
Thy juices take the lover's part, 

_ Fluſh his wan looks and chear his heart. 


\REciTATIVE. 


To Racebue thus the lover cry'd, 
And thus the jolly god * 8 


Sint 


N 


ve whining 0 er, be brifk and gay; 
d quaff ls {ſneaking form away, 

ith 45 l s mein approach the fair, 
e way to conquer is to dare. 


THEN RE REciTaTiVE, 
ke fake pro's the god's afivice; 
he nymph was now no longer nice. 

A1 . 


e ſmil'd, and ſpoke the ſor's, mind; 
hen you grow Qing W S row kind. 
en to thomſeives 4:4 moſt ſove ere, 
nd make us tyrants by their fear. 


SONG LXXXIV. 


Damon and SYLVv:z, A Dialogue, 


Set by Dr. Arne. 
H E. 


D EAR Sylvia, no longer my paſſion deſpiſe, 
Nor arm thus with terror thoſe beantiful eyes; 


or arm thus, &c. 


hey become not diſdains, but moſt charming would 


prove, 


once they were ſoftened with ſmiles and with love. 
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While I with a ſmile can each ſhepherd ſubdue, 
O Damon, I muſt not be ſoften'd by you, 
O Damon, &C. 


Hi. 


Tho? pow'r, my dear, be to deities giv'n, 

Yet generous pity's the darling of heav'n; 

Yet generous, &c. | 

Oh then be that pity extended to me, 

I'll kneel and acknowledge no goddeſs but thee, 
I'll kneel, &c. - 


ou 


S u KR. 


Suppoſe to your ſuit J ſhould liſten awhile, 
And only for pity's ſake grant you a ſmile. 
And only, &c. 


H x, 


Nay, ſtop not at that, but your kindneſs improve, 
And let gentle pity be ripened to love, 
And let, &c. | 


S H E. 


Well then, faithful ſwain, I'Il examine my heart, 
And, if it be poſſible, grant you a part, 
And if, &c. | 


H 8. 


Now that's like yourſelf, like an angel expreſs'd, 

For grant me but part, and F' Ul ſoon ſteal the reſt. 

For grant, &c. | | ; 
071 
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BO r Rn. 


Take heed ye fair maids, and with caution Þeliove, 
Por love's an intruder, and apt to deceive, 

For love's an intruder, and apt to deceive. 

When once the leaſt part the ſly urchin has gain'd 
You'll ne'er be at eaſe till the whole is obtain'd. 


SONG LXXXV. 
Set to Muſic by A. Fiſher, 


Sung by Miſs Cowper, at Vauxhall, 


HE lowland lads think they are fine, 
But O they're vain, and idly gaudy ; 
low much unlike the graceful mein, 

And manly looks of my highland laddie. 


) my bonney highland laddie, 3 
My handſome charming highland laddie; | @ 

lay heaven ſtill guard and love reward . 
The lowland laſs and her highland laddie. 4 


were free at will to chuſe, 

To be the wealthieſt lowland lady, F 
take young Donald in his trews, * 
With bonnet blue and belted pladie. 1 


O my bonny, &c. 


o greater joy I'll e'er pretend 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 


| ke mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, | 4 
. While heaven preſerves my higbland laddie. Fe: 


O wy bonney, &c. 5 
__ . 


F. SONG: 
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SONG LXXXVI. 


The LiTTLE CoequertrTe. 


Sung by Mils Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 


HO? ſtill fo young, and ſcarce fifteen, 
Yet ſweethearts I have plenty, 
And if more forward I had been, 
E're this they had been twenty. 
Like buzzing flies, or waſps with ſtings, 
In ſwarms they hover roand me ; 
I bruſh away thoſe humming things; 


They have no power to wound me. Vith | 
I ſurely am not much to blame 8 

To ſport with one and t'other, 3 
My lovers raiſe no red'ning ſhame, 

Tis playing with one's brother. Tis gr. 
1 like to hear what each can ſay, To b 

To fee what they'd be doiug, We th 
And when they think me moſt their prey, I fon 

I'm fartheit off my ruin. | 
What though in crowds I paſs the day, 

And all my joy is teazing ; 9 
To one alone l'd not be gay, 

Left one ſhould be too pleaſing: N 
They fondly fiutter here and there, 

And take each idle ſtation; bey b. 
They only catch my eye and ear, heir fl 


But raiſe no palpatation. he wi 


; 1 
ben welcome Harry, Tom and Phill, 


* Your numbers wont alarm me, 
For truſt me I'm in ſafety ſtill, 
{ 'Tis only one can harm me. 
Then to this jolly nymph be kind, 


Coquetting's but a ſeaſon ; 
When older grown, to one reſign'd, 
Til yield to love and reaſon, 
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S ON G IXXXVII. 


HEN Flora decks the mantling bow'rs 
In elegant array, 

Ind ſcatters all her op'ning flowers 

To compliment the May. 


Vith glowing joy my boſom beats, — 
gaze delighted round, 0 
Ind wiſh to ſee the various ſweets | | 
In one rich noſegay bound. 


Tis granted, and their bloom decay 'd, 


95 

To bleſs my wandering view, 1 
ſee them all, my beauteous maid, 1 
Iſee them all in you. MM 


SONG ILXXXVII. 
The WINTER FLITE. A Peſloral Sorg. 


TN fpring, 4 dear ſhepherds, your gardens are 


hey 153 all their ſweets in the ſunſhine of May, 
heir flow'reſt will droop when December draws near, 


he winter of life is like that of the year, 
K 2 1b 
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The lark and the linnets, that chant o'er the plain 
All, all are in love while the ſummer remains; 
Their ſweethearts in auturan no longer are dear, 
The winter of life is like chat of the year, 


neee een nnn è 
r eee : 


The ſeaſon for love is when youth's in its prime; 
Ye lads and ye laſſes make uſe of your time; 

The froſt of old age will too quickly appear; 
The winter of life is like that of the ycar. 


SONG LXXxIxX. 


ET the nymph till avoid and be deaf tot 
{wain, | | 

Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain, 

For his rage, not his love, in his phrenzy is ſhown, 

And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon over-bloywn, 


But the ſhepherd, whom Cupid has peirc'd to the heart 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in thy ſmart, 

Or in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom- felt woe 
Like the ſmooth gliding current of river will flow. JE 


Tho? filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, Nie bir 
And, his heart own your ſway in a tribute of ſighs, WW N 
But when he accoſts you in meadow or grove, 5 15 


His tale 1s ſo tender, he cooes like a dove. U mot] 


the ce 


ne free 


SON oma 
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SONG. XC. 


det to Muſic by A. Fiſher. ; 
Sung by Miſs Cowper. 


N vain I ſeek to calm, to reſt, 

The heart that flutters in my breaſt ; 

feel my ſoul with fears oppreſt, : 
| Yet know not whence they flow : i 
low anxious is the lover's fate, | 
en thouſand doubts perplex his ſtate, 
nd hopes of future bliſs create, 
| But certain preſent woe. 


- we 
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| SONG XC 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


ary 


Set by Mr. Berg. 
[NE Midſummer's morning, when nature look'd | 
I 


" Whit birds foll'of 1 ſong, and the flocks full of play, 
ien each ſeem'd to anſwer the ſmiles from above, 

Id all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love; 

ly mother cried Nancy, come haſte to the mill, 

the corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will. 
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he 8 to uſe my tongue pleas'd me no doubt, i 
N voman, alas! would be nothing without. . 
6 | 3 I wens f 
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F went to the mill without any delay, 
And conn'd o'er the words I determin'd to ſay ; 
But when [ came near it I found it ſtock till, 

Bleſs my ſtars now, cry'd J, hoff them rarely I will, 


The miller to market that inſtant was gone, 

The work it was left to the care of his ſon ; 

Now, though I can ſcold well as any one can, 

I thought *twould be wrong to ſcold the young man, 
I faid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me fo ill, 


O 


That nd 


I muſt have my corn ground, I muſt and I will, bow Au 
Sweet maid, cry'd the youth, the fault is not mire, ell her 
No corn in the town Pd grind ſooner than thine; j 
There's no ons more ready in pleaſing the fair, hat ha 


The mill thall go merrily round I declare, nou m 
But hark how the birds ſing, and fee how they bill, 


I muſt have a kiſs firſt, I muſt and I will, 


mall is 
1 5 id her 
My eorn being done, I tow'rd home bent my way, Ind not 
He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of moment to ſay; 
Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, 

And there {wore he lov'd me, indeed and indeed; 

And that he'd be conſtant and true to me ſtill, 


And fince that time I've lik'd him, and like him [ vill 


hen dit 
lay read 


lat art 


I often fay mother, the miller I' huff, 
She laughs and cries go, girl, ay, plague him enougi 
And ſcarce a day paſſes, but by her deſire, 

I get a ſly kiſs from the youth I admire. 

It wedlock he wiſhes, his wiſh I'll fulfill, 


And I'll anſwer, O yes, with a hearty good will. 


NE 
{at 
Ihile ſo; 
In war 
SONG 
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SONG XC. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
The Words taken from Waller. 
O lovely roſe, tell her that waſtes her time, aad 
me, 


That now ſnhe knows when I reſemble her to thee, 
low tweet and fair ſhe ſeems to be. 


ell her that's young aud ſtuns 40 have ber praces 
ipy'a, 

hat hadit thou ſprung in deſarts, 15 no men 8 

boa muſt have uncommended dy'd. 


nall is the worth of beauty from the light retir'd, 
id her come forth, ſuffer herſelf to be deſit'd, 
Ind not bluſh ſo to be admir'd, 


ten die, that ſhe the common fate of all things rare, 


tat art ſo wond'rous ſweet and fair, 


SONG XClII. 
Set by Mr. Dibdin, 


NE ſummer's eve, as Nancy fair 
lat ſpinning in the ſhade, 
ile ſoaring ſky-larks ſhook the air 
In warbling o'er her head, 


E 4 In 


read in thee how ſmall a part of time they mare, 


Io 
1 
1 
4 
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In tender cooes the pigeons woo'd, 
(Love's impulſe all muſt feel) 


She ſung, but ſtill her work purſu'd, 
And turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


«© While thus I work with rock and reel 

So life by time is ſpun ; 

« And as runs round my ſpinning wheel 
* The world turns up and down, 


&© Some rich to-day, to-morrow low, 
«© While I no changes feel, 

« Bat get my bread by ſweat of brow, 
% And turn my ſpinning- wheel. 


“ From me let men and women too, 
6 This home-ſpun leſſon learn, 

& Not mind what other people do, 
« But eat the bread they earn. 


«© Tf none were fed, were that to be, 
But what deſerv'd a meal, 

* Some ladies then, as well as me, 
% Muſt turn the ſpinning-wheel.“ 


The rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tone, 
Thus ſung her witleſs ſtrain, 


When o'er the lawn limp'd gammer Joan, 


And brought home Nancy's ſwain. 


Come, cries the dame, *©* Nancy here's thy ſpoule, 


% Away throw rock and reel :” 
Blithe Nancy, at the bonny news, 
O'er ſet her ſpinning-wheel, 


SONG 
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SONG XCIV. 


Set by Dr. Arne, 


POME Ro/alind, Oh! come and ſee 
What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee 3 
The flow'rs in all their ſweets appear, 

he fields their gay'ſt beauties wear, 

de fields their gay'ſt beauties wear. 


be joyful birds, in ev'ry grove, 

ow warble out their ſongs of love; 
ow warble out their ſongs of love; 
7 thee they ſing, and roſes bloom, 
id Colin thee invites to come, 

kd Colin thee invites to come. 


me Ro/alind and Colin join, 
tender flocks and all are thine ; 
love, and Re/alind be near, 

5 May and pleaſure all the year; 
h May and pleaſure all the year. 


ime, ſee a cottage and a ſwain ! 

nt thou my love or gifts diſdain ! 
ave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
Colin calls, then haſte away; 

t Coliz calls, then haſte away. 


. 8ONG 


1 82 ] 


| : 1 
S8 O NGO. XCV. , 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. AM 
| | F OW 
Set by Mr. Potter. 50 
H Y, Colin, muſt your Laura mourn, | was 


Or longer wait your wiſh'd return: 
O quickly come, and bring with thee 
Glad joy to all, but love to me. 


No more the tenants of the grove 
In concert tune their tales of love; 
And nature ceaſes to be gay 


When e'er my ſhepherd keeps away. 


No longer fly the peaceful ſhade, 
But haſte ro meet your conſtant maid : 
O quickly come, aud. bring with thee 
Glad joy toall, but love to me. 


SONG XCVI. 
Cung at Ranelagh. 


LEXIS, a ſhepherd, young, conſtant and kind, 
Has often declar'd Pm the nymph to his mind: 

1 FS ke he's ſincere, and he will not deceive, 
Put they tell me a maid ſhould with caution believe. 


Hi 


, 1 
e brought me this roſe that you ſee in my breaſt, 
Be begg'd me to take it, and ſigh'd out the reſt; 


1 could not do leſs than the favour receive, 
Ind he thinks it now ſweeter 1 really believe. 
A b 


This flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a leſſon to you, 

How bright, and how lovely, ic ſeems to the view; 
would fade, if not pluck'd, as your ſenſe muſt con- 
ceive, 

was forc'd to deny what I really believe. 


My flocks he attends, if they ſtray from the plain, 
lexis is ſure ev'ry ſheep to regain; 

Then begs, a dear kiſs for his labour I'Il give; 

Aud I ne'er ſhall refuſe him, I really believe. 


e plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 

To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe; 

nd tells me {ſweet ſtories from morning to eve: 

hen he ſwears that he loves, which I really believe. 


n old maid I once was determin'd to die; 
but that was before I'd this ſwain in my eye; 
Ind as ſoon as he aſks me his pain to relieve, 
ih joy I ſhall wed him, I really believe. 


SONi ACVIL 
LABOUR IN Vat. 


N purſuit of ſome lambs from my flocks that had 
| ſtray'd. | 

One morning I rang'd o'er the plain; 

It, alas! after all my refearches were made, | + 
 perceiv'd that my labour was vain. 


e 


At length growing hopeleſs my lambs to reſtore, 
Jreſolv'd to return back again; 

It was uſeleſs, I thought, to ſeek after them more, 
Since | found that my labour was vain, 


On this my return, pretty Phoebe I ſaw, 
And love her I could not refrain ; 

To ſolicit a kiſs, J approach'd her with awe, 
But ſhe told me my labour was vain. 


But Phoebe I cry'd, to my ſuit lend an ear, 
And let me no longer complain; 

She reply'd, with a frown, and an aſpect ſevere, 
Young Colin, your labour's in vain, 


Then I eagerly claſp'd her quite cloſe to my breaſt, 


And kils*d her and kiſs'd her again; 
O Colin, the cry'd, if you're rude; I proteſt 
That your labour ſhall flill be in vain. 


At length, by entreaties, by kiſſes and vows, 
Compaſſion ſhe took on my pain; 

She now has conſented to make me her ſpouſe, 
So no longer I labour in vain. 


SNG XVIII. 
VALENTINE'S DAY. 


Set by Dr. Arne, 


| 7 HEN bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 
W. And dew drops gliſten'd on the thorn; 
When ſkylarks tun'd their carrols ſwect, 

To hail the God of light and heat; 


Philanct 


L 1 


p ſhilander from his downy bed, 
J fair Liſetta's chamber ſped; 
ſring—Awake, ilweet love of mine, 
Pm come to be thy Valentine. 


1 love that balmy ſleep denies, 

Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes; 

Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 

She artfully had clos'd again: 

he ſunk thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Phoebus into Thetis' lap; 

And near forgot that his deſign, ' 

Vas but to be her Valentine. 


She farting cry'd—T am undone; 
Philander, charming youth, begone! 

For this time, to your vow, ſincere 

lake virtue, not your love appear: 

lo fleep has clos'd theſe watchful eyes, 
[forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe) 

Tro gen'rous thoughts your heart incline, 
And be my faithful Valentine. 


The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 

Fair hoaour goverg'd in its ſtead; 

And both agreed, e' re ſetting ſun, 

To join two virtuous hearts In one; 

a beauteous offspring ſoon did prove, 
ſte ſweet effects of mutual love: 

And from that hour to life's decline, 

dhe bleſs'd the day of Valentine. 


Je 


SONG 


1 
| 

| 
1 
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8 N Feix. 


THE SHEPH ERDE 88. 


Set by Dr. Arne, 


SEEK my ſhepherd, gone aſtray, 
1 He left our cot the other day; 
Tell me, ye gentle nymphs and ſwains, 
Paſs'd the dear rebel through your plains; 
Oh! whither, whither muit [ roam, 
To find and charm the wand'rer home. 


Sports he upon the ſhaven green, 

Or joys he in the mountain ſcene; 
Leads he his flocks along the mead, | 
Or does he ſeek the cooler thade ? 

Oh! teach a wreiched nymph the way, 
To find her lover gone aſtray. | 


'To paint, ye maids, my truant ſwain, 
A manly ſoftneſs crowns his mien; 
Adonis was not half ſo fair, 

And when he talks, *tis heaven to hear. 
But oh! the ſoothing poiſon ſhun, 
To liſten is to be undone. 


He'll ſwear no time ſhall quench his flame, 
To me the perjur'd ſwore the ſame: 


Too fondly loving to be wiſe, | © 
I gave my heart an eaſy prize; | 
And when he tun'd his Syren voice, The 9 
Liſten'd, and was undone by choice, The { 


Pot 


116% 
at ſated now he ſhuns the kiſs, 

He counted once his greateſt bliſs; 
W hilt I with fiercer paſſions burn, 
And pant ard die for his return : 
Oh! whither, whither ſhall I rove, 
Again to find my ſtraying love. 


Aa 
Wop 
N 
Fs 
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SONG C. 
Sung by Mrs. Weiſchel, at Vauxhall. 
| Set by Mr. Bach. 
| H! why ſhould love with tyrant ſway, 
| Oppreſs each youthful heart; 


Muſt all his rigid laws obey, | 
| And feel his pointed dart. 


On reaſon's aid in vain we call, 
To break the ſlaviſh chain; 
[The potent God diſdains it all, 

And triumphs in our pain. 


SON e. 


The InviTtaTior. 
Sung by Mrs, Weiſchel. 
Set by Mr. Bach. 


OME, Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 
O come and bleſs thy native plains; 
The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 
1 The ſongſters warble in the wood, 


Come, 


[88 1 


Come Colin haſte, O haſte away, 
Your ſmiles will make the village gay; 
When you return, the vernal breeze, 
Will wake the buds and fan the trees, 


Oh! come and ſee the violets ſpring, 

The meadows laugh, the linnets ſing; 
Your eyes our joyleſs hearts can chear, 
O haſte! and make us happy here, 


SONG CI, 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Hook. 


Elieve my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart you've won ; 

Believe my vows to you ſincere, 

Or, Peggy, I'm undone. 


You ſay I'm falſe, and apt to change 
| At ev*ry face that's new, 
Of all the girls I ever faw, 

I ne'er lov'd one but you. 


My heart was like a lump of ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eye; 
And then it kindled in a trice, 
A flame that ne'er can die. 


'Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's true; 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er loy'd one like you. 


SONG 


* 
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SONG CI. 


A favourite ſong for tauo voices. 
| Set by Signior Galli, 
JA HEN firſt I ſaw the graceful maid, 


ly ſoft confuſion, art thou love! 
If love thou art, then farewell reſt, 


ith gentle ſmiles aſſwage the pain, 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create; 


Ind though you may not love again, 
In pity, ah! forbear to hate. 


Lazy Jonnv»n x. 


HERE's my ſwain, ſo blyth and clever, 
Why d'ye leave me all in ſorrow ? 

bree whole days are gone for ever, 

Since you ſaid you'd come to-morrow. 
you lov'd but half as I do, 

You'd been here with looks ſo bonny; 
dye has flying wings, I well know, 
Not for ling'ring lazy Johnny. 


Ah! me, what meant my throbbing breaſt, 


[94%] 1 


What can he be now a doing; 

Is he with the laſſes maying ? 
He had better been here wooing, 

Than with others fondly playing: 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 


Don't 
Foul 
With 
Indem 


That I may no longer ſorrow; : nden 

If he's weary grown of loving, 4 
Let him tell me ſo to-morrow. 10 - 
| 4 | 
Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee, can h 
Let her be the happy creature; ay b. 
T1! not plague myſelf to chide thee, bay by 

Nor diſpate with her a feature: 
But I can't, nor will not tarry, dar 
Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow ; A 
I may loſe the time to marry, wap 
If I wait beyond to-morrow, ay , 

Think not ſhepherd, thus to brave me, 
If I'm yours, then ſtay no longer; erhap 
If you wont another'll have me, - fur 
I may cool, but not grow fonder: jatif | 
If your lovers, girls forſake ye, nd be 
Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow; ad b. 

Bleſs'd another lad may make ye, 
| Stay for none beyond to-morrow. 
SONG CV. 

The N u x. dx 
URE a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen, “ wh 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſs'd as of late I have been; L 
I know not I vow, any harm I have done, = 1 
But my mother oft tells me, ſhe'll have me a nun. ons 


But my mother, &c. 


Don't 1 


[gt | 


on't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, 

1 be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry; 
With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 
Ind my heart loves a frolic too well for a nun. 


Ind my heart, &c. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, | 
ba thouſand times better, to me I declare; ; 
can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone, 
ay beſides I'm too handſome, I think for a nun. 


bay beſides, &C. | 


* 
=: * * 
— 2 = 


ot to love, nor be lov'd, oh! I never can bear, 
lor yield to be ſent tu—one cannot tell where; | 
o live or to die in this caſe were all one, 1 
ay, I ſooner would die than be reckon'd a nun. 


ay I ſooner, &c. N 


| | $ 
erhaps but to teaze me ſhe threatens me ſo, | 0 
m ſure were ſhe me, ſhe would floutly ſay no; | 
zut if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 5 
ind be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn' t be a nun. 
ad be marry'd, Ke. 


SONG CVI. 


. 


- 
4 3 r tas r 2 
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EAR Ch'oe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
ut Kobe in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have: 
am not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 
Then prythee, dear Chloe, be kind; 
or fince I love thee beyond meaſure, 


„ 


N To numbers 11 ne'er be confin'd. 


1796 J 
Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that e . fields; 
Count the flocks that on tempe are ſtraying, 
Or the grain the rich Sicily yields: 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore; 


And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I {till ſhall be aſking for more, 


'To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 

A heart which dear Chloe is thine ; 
In my arms I'd for ever infold thee, 

And twiſt round thy neck like a vine: 
What joy can be greater than this is; 

My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent : 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes, 

Will always with few be content, 


SONG CVII. 


The FEMALE PHAETON. 


meien by Matthew Prior, Ei. 


1 AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, 

9 And wild as colt untam'd; 

Beſpoke the fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd: 

Inflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd ; 

And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 
Whilſt wit and beauty reign'd, 
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7 Moſt Lady Jenny friſk about, 

; And vifit with her couſins; 

At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
g And bring home hearts by dozens: 
What has ſhe better, pray than I; 
What hidden charms to boalt? 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
W hilſt J am ſcarce a toaſt? 


Deareſt mamma, for once let me, 
| Unchain's my fortune tryg 

L have my carl as well as fhe, 

| Or now the reaſon why: 

Fondneſs nigga a, mamma gave way, 
i Kitty ac heart's deute; 

Obtain'd the charrio! for 2 day, 

And ſet the world on fire. 


SONG CVII. 
A Celebrated Song, 


HILST on forbidden fruit I gaze, 


And look my heart away; 
behold my ſtar of Venus blaze, 
And riſe upon the day: 
Fair as the purple bluſhing hours, 
That paint the morning eye; 
Or Cheek of evening after ſhow'rs, 
Cuſt That fluſh the weſtern ſky. 


Written by the Rev. Dr. De la Cour, 


On ſeeing a Lady in an oppoſite Window, 


I ſend 


6 
; 
* 
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I ſend a ſigh with ev'ry glance, 
And drop a ſofter tear; 


Hard fate, no farther to advance, 
And yet to be ſo near: | 


So Moſes from fair Pyſga's eight, In 

The land of Canaan ey'd; ve { 

Survey'd the region of delight, BY 

| He ſaw, came down, and dy'd. of 


= $ONG Cx. 


AC ASTOR SL, 
By Mr. Boyce, 


OW dear is my Phillis to me, 
Whoſe innocence equals the dove; 


As ſweet as the roſe to the bee? rhei 
: In preſence the goddeſs of love : Wo 
But what is a beautiful face, The 
Tho' more than a Venus refin'd ; 1 
Compar'd to the beauties which grace, Ang 
'The Pallas in Phillis's mind. II 


Whene'er my dear charmer appears, 


* 1 

. a a \0 
The ſwains gaze in raptures around; Oo; 
The ſun with more brilliancy chears, Not; 


Freſh flow'rets be-dapple the ground: 
Gay Flora may ſpread her perfumes, 

And ſcent with her odours the air; 
Yet never a flow'ret that blooms, 
Is ſo ſweet as the breath of my fair, 


The warblers exult and rejoice 

E As thro? the green vallies we ſtray, 

and mimic their notes from her voice, — 
In melody ſweeter than they: 

Ve ſhepherds, with envy not hear, 

Nor at my good fortune repine ;; 

For Phillis fo charming, ſo dear, 

” Has vow'd ſhe'll for ever be mine. 


KNV. 
On the ABSEN CET MA x. 
Mr. Cunningham. 
Ser 40 Muſic by Mr. Hudſon. 


HE rooks in the neighb'ring grove N 
For ſnelter cry all the long day; | 
Their hats, in the branches above, 

Are cover'd no longer by May. 
The birds that ſo chearfully ſung, 

Are ſilent, cr plaintive each tone, 
And as they chirp low to their young, 
The want of their goddeſs bemoan. 


No daiſies on carpets of green, 

O'er nature's cold boſom are ſpread ; 
Not a ſweet briar ſprig can be ſeen 

To furniſh freſh wreaths for my head; 
dome flow'rs indeed may be found, 

But theſe neither blooming nor gay; 
The faireſt Kill ſieep in the ground, 

And wait for the coming of May. 


December 
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December perhaps has purloin'd 
Her rich, though fantaſtical geer, 
With envy the month's may have join'd, 
And joſtled her out of the year. 
Some ſhepherds, 'tis true, may repine 
To ſee their lov'd gardens undreſt, 
But I, while my Phillida's mine, 
Shall always have May in my breaſt, 


S ON 6G; GA. 
| Says 
The SPINNING WHEEL. Vhere he 
Set by Mr. Baildon. Whe 
| Can 
Sung at Vauxhall, 
nd mak. 


OUNG Colin fiſhing near the mill, 
Saw Polly underneath the hill, 
Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r could feel ; The 


Whoſe heart love's tender pow'r could feel. Alon 
The mill was ſtopp'd, no miller there, er him J 

She ſmil'd to ſee the youth appear; r him 1 

She ſmil'd to ſee the youth appear; It is 

But turn'd about her ſpinning-wheel, Come 
But turn'd about her ſpinning-wheel. rex 
e dluſh? 


Thuy cheeks, ſays he, like peaches bloom; ie bluſh” 
Thy breath is like the ſpring's perfume ; 
On thy ſweet lips my love I'll ſeal. 
On thy, &c. 
Yon ſtately ſwan, ſo white and ſleek, 
Are like to Sa/ly's breaſt and neck: 
Are like, &c. 
But ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel, 


Th 
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Tho? fair one, beauty's tranſient pow'r 

| Fades like the new-blown gaudy flow'r, 

Fo! ſo where virtue loves to dwell. 

; Not ſo, &c. 
For where ſweet modeſty appears 

We never ſee the vale of years, 


We never, &c. 
be ſmil'd and ſtopp'd her raving 
She ſmil'd, &c. 
The pomp of ſtate, the pride of wealth, 
Says ſhe, I ſcorn or peace and health, 
here honeſt labour earns her meal; 
Where honeſt, &c. 
Who tells the flatt'rer's common tale 
Can ne'er o'er my true heart prevail, 


p Can ne'er, &c. 
id make me leave my ſpinning wheel. 
And make, &e. 


The ſwain who loves the virtuous mind, 
Alone can make young Sa/ly kind; 

r him P11 coil, I'll ſpin and reel, 

r him III toil, PII ſpin and reel : 

It is the voice, ſays he of love, 

Come haſten to yon church above, 

Come haſten to yon church above, 


le bluſh'd and left her ſpinning weeel, 
ie bluſh'd and left her ſpinning wheel. 
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| „ By Mr. W. Hamilton. 


Tune, The Yellow hair'd Laddie. 


| JE ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 
| Approach from your ſports, and attend to my 
lb 26.94. $5507 £56 e Drs © 
Amongſt all your number, a lover ſo true 

Was ne'er fo undone with ſuch blifs in his vie. 


Was ever a nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine? Wo cv 
She knows me fincere, and the ſees how I pine; [MER 
She does not difdain me, nor frown in her wrath, hen pr 

But calmly and mildly reſigns me to death, 5 a 

85 : 8 ieee 
She calls me her friend, but her lover denies:  ealy te 


She ſmiles when I'm chearful, but hears not my ſighs: 
A boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an air, 
Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair. 


1 fall at her feet, and implore her with tears; 

Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears; 0 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief W 
My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief. 


0 his mi 

By night while I ſlumber, ſtill haunted with care, lich is 
I ſtart up in anguiſh, and ſigh for the fair: = 8 
The fair ſleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do ſo; = tho 
And only when dreaming imagine my woe. ere 


ww 
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Then gize at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 


Cor think the ſhould love when ſhe cannot admire ; 


Huh all thy complaining, and dying her ſlave, 
kommend her to heav'n and thyſelf to the grave. 


SONG CXII. 


AIR Iris, J love, and I hourly die, 

But not for a lip nor a languithing eye; 
he's fickle and falſe, and thers we agree, 
or I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe; 
ye neither believe what either can ſay, 
nd neither believing, we neither betray. 
Tis civil to hear, and to ſay things of courſe ; 
e mean not the taking for better for worſe, 
hen preſent we love, and when abſent agree, 
think not of Iris, nor his of me; 
the legend of love you no couple can find 
d eaſy to part, or ſo equally join'd. 


SONG CXIV. 


OW happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs, 
Who would be no greater nor fears to be leſs g- 


n his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
lich is better than ſervilely cringing at court. 


dat tho? he all duſty, and whiten'd does go, 
e more he is powder'd, the more like a beau, 
own in his dreſs may be honeſter far 

lag a courtier who flruts in his garter and ſtar, 
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Tho? his hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be ſee; Mt 
'The hands of his betters are not very clean ; | 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 

Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal. 


What then, if a pudding for dinner he lacks, 

He cribs, without ſcruple, from other men's ſacks; 
In this of right noble example he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 
In this too he mimics the tools of the ſtate, 
Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 
As all his concerns to bring griſt to his mill. 


He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's dr, 
And down when he's weary contented does lie; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing, 

If ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king! 


3 | The 
SON G CXV. | he vi 

| And 
Ny by Mr. ! With r 
ung by r. Lowe . 
Then o 

Set by Mt. Arne. But 
Seek not at once in a female to find Monet 
1 The form of a Venus with Pallas mind: T1 
Let the fair one I love have but prudence in view, ; 18 
That tho' ſhe deceive I may ſtill think her true; * 
Be her perſon not beauteous, but pleaſing and clean, f = 
Let her temper be cloudleſs, and open her mein; 4 
By folly, ill-nature, nor vanity fed, Th * 
Nor indebted to paint, nor indebted to paint, 1 = 


For white or for red—for white or for red. 


Ma 


. 01 1 
Z lay her tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of her t 
Wc employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex; « 9 
Net her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 

For prudes I deſpiſe, and coquettes I deteſt: 

lay her humou- the taſte of the company hit, 

Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wit: i 
Po find out the maid that is form'd on my plan, 9 
and I'll love her for ever— I'll love her for ever, 9 
E mean, if I can—I mean, if I can, | "20 


S8 O NG XVI. 
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| The CONSENT. # 
"= | The Words by Mr. Cunningham. , 4 
. IS the birth-day of P}//is, hark how the birds | þ 
| Their notes are remarkably ſweed; BY 
The villagers brought all the honours of ſpring, = 
| And ſcatter their pride at her feet. Wl 
With ribbons and roſes her lambkins are crown'd, T1 


| A while they reſpectfully ſtand, | | [ ö 
Then o'er the green lawn with a frolic they bound, 10 0 
But firſt take a kiſs from her hand. 0 


| | 

Mongſt ſhepherds in all the gay round of the year, - 9 
This—this 1s their principal day; | 4 
t gave Phillis birth and pray what can appear 1 
More lovely, more pleaſingly gay: 
lark —hark ! how the tabor enliv'ns the ſcene, 1 ö 
Ye lads with your laſſes advance; jos 

Tis charming to ſport on a daiſy-dreſt green, 1 
And Phillis ſhall lead up the dance, 1 

iſa | 
| F 3 The Wl N 


2 
PPP 
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The ſon—(and he ſhines in his brighteſt array 1 et no 


As if on this feſtival proud) 3 15 = 
Tn order to give us a beautiful day z 41 
Has baniſh'd each travelling cloud : Þ A 
'The prieſt pals'd. long, and my henhordels figh'd 7 Fus be 
Sweet Phillis I knew what ſhe meant — = por 
We ſtole from the paſtimes -I made her my br . 53 
Her ſigh was the ſigh of content. * [ap 

.SON G cxvn. 7 
Ali. Sung by Miſs Cowper, at Vaxhall, 
Compoſed by Mr, Bach, 85 
V OULD you a female heart inſpire I 
/ With tender paſſion, warm deſire, For w 


Employ each ſoothing art : 
'The god of love all force diſdains, 
He only leads, in pleafing chains, 

Ihe kind conſenting heart. 


S ON G CXVIUI 
det by Mr. Weldon. 


ET ambition fire the mind, 
Thou waſt born o'er men to reign, 
Not to follow flocks deſign'd, 
Scorn thy crook aud leave the plain, 


Crowns I'll tkrow beneath thy feet, 
Thou on necks of kings ſhall tread, 

Joys in circling joys ſhall meet ; 
Which way cer thy fancy led. 


* 1 I O 3 } 
BY: p 
„ 


: Tet not toils of empire fright, 
F | Toils of empire pleaſures are, 
Thou ſhalt only know delight, 
all the joy but not the care. 


Puepherd if thou'lt yield the prize 
F For the bleſſings 1 betta ; 
3 oyful Il aſcend the ſkies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reiga below. . 


SONG CXIK, 
Set by Mr.“ Bates, 


See it, Myra, know it well 
J That tove has reach'd your heart, 
For what yoar tongue dealcs to tell 
EF Your willing eyes impart. 
E When Damon wreitles on the green, 
Four looks your paſſion prove, 
For in your eyes is plainly ſeen 
| The partial joy of love, 
N When Suly gave ber lilly hand 
Lo Damon of the vale, 
Say could you then your fears command, 
Did not your cheeks turn pale? 
| Ceaſe then, dear maid, to teaze the youth, 
But plainly own your flame, 
For love conſiſts of honeſt truth, 
And will itſelf proclaim. 


F 4 SONG 
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1 
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| In hoi 
| 1 
= SONG cxx. — 
ö Favourite Song. Sung at Vauxhall. ; But 2 
HE gaudy tulip ſwells with pride, b In vai 
And rears its beauties to the ſun; | f 

With heav'n-born tints of Iris bow: } 
While low the violet ſprings beſide, | In tha 
As in the ſhade it ſtrives to ſhun; 4 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe, | * 


Of worth intrinſic, ſmall the ſtore, 
That from the tulip can ariſe: 
When parted from its glowing bed: 
While hid, the vi'let charms the more, 
Like incenſe in its native ſkies, | 
When cropt to grace the virgin's head. 


Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flowers, 


Are wrought 1n nature's various robe; E. 
Where pride declines, and merit thrives: F 
Your virgin dignity o'erpowers, Whil 
The heroes of the conquer'd globe; | He 
But ſweet compliance makes ye wives. ay 

Chlo 

SONG CXXI. 0 

J IS now the noon of gloomy night, * 
| When awful ſilence reigns ; 70 f 
And Juna darts her borrow'd light, pho 


Along the euamel'd plains, 
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la homely cots, the ſleeping ſwains, 
q Forget the toils of day; 

No longer ſport in ruſtic gains, 

No lambkins ſkip and play. 


But I, alas! a ſtranger grown, 
Io comfort and repoſe; 

In vain to Phoebe make my moan, 
And tell my heart- felt woes. 


Ia that cold tomb my lover lies, 

| A youth ſo good and juſt; 

Where deaf to all my mournful cries, 
He moulders into duſt, 


SONG cxxlI. 


Set by Dr. Arne, 
EALOUSY, begone, and leave me! 


From my boſom, ah! remove: 
While thou ſtay'ſt, thou doſt but grieve me; 
| Hence thou foe to ſacred love. 
Wilt by thee the hearts directed, 
All things double faces wear; 
Chloe, in thy glaſs reflected, 
Seems as falſe as ſhe is fair. 


Harmleſs looks and ſlight expreſſions, 
Where love's eye no meaning reads; 
To ſome rival are confeffions, 
Of a heart that for him bleeds ; 
F 5 
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Cruel ſpy! that ne'er diſcovers, 
What may eaſe the frantic mind; 
Hence! nor blaſt the bliſs of lovers, 
Eeave us happy, leave us blind. 


SONG CXXI. 


HY 0 once I with Phillida ſtray'd, 


Where rivers run myrmuring by; 


And heard the ſoft vows that the made, 
What ſwain was ſo happy as I: 

My breaſt was a ſtranger to care, 
For my wealth by her kiſſes I told; 

1 thought myſelf richer by far, 
Then he that had mountains of gold. 


But now I am poor and undone, 

Her vows have prov'd empty and vain; 
The kiſſes I once thought my own, 
Are beſtow'd on a happier ſwain: 

Put ceaſe gentle ſhepherd to deem, 

Her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 
They're as falie as a Midſummer dream, 
As fickle as Midſummer dew. 


O Phillis, fo fickle and fair, | 
Why did you my love then approve; 


Had ycu frown'd on my ſuit thro? deſpair, 


1 ſoon had forgotten to love: 


= You ſmil'd, and your ſmiles were fo ſweet, 
| You ſpoke, and your words were ſo kind 


I could not ſuſpect the deceit, 
But gave my leoſe ſails to the wind. 


V 
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\ When tempeſts the ocean deform, 
And billows ſo mountainous roar; 


The pilot ſecur'd from the ſtorm, wh 


E Ne'er venters his bark from the ſhore : 
|; ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, 

And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſea; 
His art he too credulous tries, 


F And failing is ſhipwreck'd like me. 


SONG cxxlv. 


O nymph that trips the verdant plains, 
Wich Sally can compare; 

he wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 

And rivals all the fair; 

he beams of ſol delight and clear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll; 

ut Sally's ſmiles: can all the year, 

Give ſummer to the ſoul. | 


hen from the eaſt the morning ray, 
lllumes the world below; 

er preſence bids the god of day, 

With emulation glow:. 

rſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
birds (weeter notes prepare; 

ie playful lambkins ſkip around, 

And hail the filter fair, 


be lark but ſtrains his livid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoice 

nd mimicks while he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: 


The 


1 


The fanning zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora's ſheds perfume; 
And ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 
J but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous youth her charms proclaim, 
From-morn to eve their tale; 
Her beauty and unſpotted fame, 
Make vocal ev'ry vale: | 
The ſtream meand'ring thro' the mead, 
Her eccho'd name conveys; 
And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe, 


No more ſhall blythſome laſs or ſwais, 
To mirthfull wake reſort ; 

Nor ev'ry May morn on the plain, 
Advance in rural ſport: 

No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
And muſic wake the grove; 

Nor flecks look ſnow-like on the hill, 
When I forget to love. | 


Y 
+2 
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Phe wa 
Down 
DI! 

Sung by Mr. Beard, bes 
Half. r. 
Oh Cy 
Furſue 
| E AR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring The cl 
ſhade, | Put thi 

Setm'd moſt for love and contemplation made; „ 
A cryſial 


 CymMon and ITHIOENIA. A Cantata, 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


RECITATTYV 1 
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B cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmur flows, 
hoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe; 
hither retir'd from Phoebus? ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 

© Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
by chance was ſtumbling to the neighb'ring grove z 
le trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought: 
But when be firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd he ſtar'd—her lovely form ſurvey'd 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Bcauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue: 


. 
al 


I A1 X. 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene; 
Completes the rural ſcene: 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene ; 
Too lovely Iphigene. 


RE CIT AT IV. 


Phe wakes, and ſtarts - poor Cymon trembling ſtands; 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 

Pright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 

Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near? 

Half. rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies; 

Oh Cymon! if 'tis you, I need not riſe; 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain: 

Furſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 

be clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 

But thus with ecſtaſy purſu'd his ſong, 


Alix. 


4 | 118 
| A 1 R. 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets,. down thy neck ; 
Thy love inſpiring mien: 
Thy love inſpiring mien. 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow,. 


And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, | A 95 
I die for Iphigene; 15 
1 die for Iphigene. Wake 


RorciTATIvVE. i 
ſpel th 


Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence, 15 tel 
'The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe : | ſer 
She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtraight, And 9 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait g WH 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 1 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. he l 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead ;. Ile c 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 


AIX. | 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 

Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 

Love can rage itſelf controul, 

| And elevate, and elevate the human ſoul, 
= Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 

1 Had made our lives of too long date; 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
Bleſt with beauty, and with love; 

We taſte what angels do above; 

We taſte what angels do above. 


Then, 
Each 
1e cage 


She f. 


SONG 


S ON GT . 


Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, ; 

7 And baniſhes deſpair; 1 
t | yer my deareſt Damon lives, | | 
| Make him, ye gods, your Care. ; 
| | 
) Wipe theſe gloomy ſhades of night, | 
My tender grief remove; 4 
Oh! ſend ſome chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. | 
Fhys, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, i 
The penſive Cælia mourn'd; 1 
Thile courteous echo lent her aid, : ; 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. i 
Then, ſudden, Damon's well-known face, 1 
Each rifing fear diſarms; | 
e eager ſprings to her embrace, 1 


| She links into his arms, 


E 


SONG CXXVII. 


HEN ſummers comes, the ſwains on Tweed | | | 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves; 9 
round the ewes and lambkins feed, | N i 
And muſic fills the groves: 1 
But 4 


[es 3 
But my lov*d-ſong is then the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows ; 


For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows, 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 

No ſhepherd e'er that dwelt on Taveed, 
Could play with half ſuch art: 

He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Chyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 

Of Leader-haughs, and Leader fide, 
Oh! how I bleſt the ſound. | 


O the broom, & 


Yet more delightful is the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows ; 

For ſure ſo freſh; ſo bright a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows : 

Not Tiviot braes ſo green and gay, 
May with this broom compare 

Nor Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor buſh a boon Traguair. 


More pleaſing far is Coabden Knows, 
My peaceful happy home; 
Where 1 was wont to milk my ewes, 
At eve among the broom: 
Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where Tweed and Tiwviot flows; 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Coden Knows, 
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SONG CXXVIII. 
Set by Mr. Baildon. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


EN N pleaſures ſmooth wing how old time ſeals 
; away 

EE re love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherds aſtray, 
My days, O ye ſwains, were a round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of night; 
No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt, 

Pit health with content all the year was my gueſt- 


was then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare 
Wich voice or with feature, with dreſs or with air, 

$o kindly young Cupid had pointed the dart 

That I gather'd the ſweets, but I miſs'd of the ſmart, 
U toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a bee, 


K at ſtill all my ſong was“ I'll ever be free l' 


was then every object freſh raptures could yield, 
If 1 ſtray'd through the garden or travers'd the field; 
Ten thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay'd to my fight, 
the nightingale ſung I could liſten all night; 
With my reed I could pipe to the tune of the ſtream, 
And wake to new life from a rapturous dream. 


put now ſince for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 

Blas! what a change, and how wretched am I: 

Edieu to the charms of the valley and glade, 

Their ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all fade, 
No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 

ad the brook o'er the pebbles now murmurs in vain. 


They 


. 


And wait with impatience till fortune's more kind, 


And the talk may be louder, it ſhan't break our rel. 


114] 


They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee, 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but che frowns-upon me; 
Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſions ſoft art, 
Or aid me by reaſon to ranſom my heart, 

To crown my deſire, or to baniſh my pain, 

Give love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain, 


SONG CXXIX 
Sang & Miſs Jamefon, at, Vauxhall, 


S, % Mr. Worgans, 


OINCE they trac'd me alone with a ſwain to th 


4 - grove, C | 1 BUS # No 
Each tongue in the village proclaims I'm in love, N Nor 7 
With a laugh they point at us as paſſing along, WF c 
And Colin and Nell are their jeſt and their ſong, 3 
| 5 N bi 1217 pe! 
Soſpicion long whiſper'd it over the green, ; Th 
But ſcandal now tells what ſhe never has ſeen, E The | 
Wherever we wander yet faiter ſhe flies, | Wi 
What we do or we ſay, ſhe reflects with her lies. Come 
; [el 
How we tripp'd all by moon-light to love-haunW yo 
+. Nb | | An 
How we toy and we kiſs'd all the ſweet gliding hou 
All this, and yet more, if ſhe will ſhe may name, Hon 
For we meet without crime and we part without (hang Po 


I own that I love him, he's ſo to my mind, 


I ftill will love on till our fate's to be bleſt, 


as 


4 er malice her tongue and her eyes all employ, 
And envy do all to embitter our joy; 

Ide time that is coming mall ſolten the paſt, 

E And crown the gay PPh with her Colis at laſt. 


. SON G XXX. 

F 7 | | 

Y The SulLes vPON TWERD. 
. 


77 beauties does Flora diſcloſe, 

* How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed, 
et Moggey's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe, 

Zoth nature and fancy exceed. 

Nor daiſey, nor ſweet-bluſhipg roſe, 

Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field, 

Nor Tweed gliding gently through choſe, 

N Such beauty and pleaſure does yield, 


[ie warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
br he black. bird and ſweet cooing dove 
With muſic inchant every buſh; 
come let us go forth to the mead, 
| Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 


And love while the feather'd tolks fog. 


| How does my love paſs the long day ? 
Does Meggey not tend a few theep ? 

And do they never careleſely ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep ; 

| Tweeds murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt, 

| Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 

To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 

White 1 ſteal an ambroſial kiſs, 


1 


Pr... =, erties ct, + 
SI . 


oo 


3 =.” 
rr — 
r * a — 


222 7 rr „ 
= o . — 


2 2 
—— ma TY; 


— ͤ — 
= - — 


1 — 
— * 


— 
— 


— 


AA r 


16116 


*Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 


No beauty with her can compare, Fir 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, a” 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair : _ jc 
Say charmer where did thy flocks ftray ? A; 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed, TROP 
Shall I ſeek them in ſweet winding Tay, H. 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the 'T'weed, 
Togeth 
SONG CXXXI. * 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon, ox 
Set by Mr. Goodwin, jun. The kb 
'ER moorlands and mountains, rude, barren and = 
bare, | 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home. H 
Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had crown's, 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor, Kurs 
Her caſements ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round Will ron 
And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door. The ten 
We ſet ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, op 
Freſh fruits; and ſhecull'd me the beſt, When 
Whilſt thrown from my guard by ſome glances ſhecal 
Love ſlily ftole into my breaſt. uch fo, 
J told her my wiſhes ; ſhe ſweetly replied, My k. 
(Ye virgins her voice was divine) NG 
I have rich ones rejected, and great ones denied, The « 


Yet take me fond ſhepherd- I'm thine, 
| 7 
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Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpe& ſo meek, 
| So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms, 


And took the lov'd maid in my arms: 
Now jocund together we. tend a few ſheep, 
| And if on the bank by the ſtream, 
Reclind on her boſom J ſunk into ſleep, 

| Her image ſtill ſoftens my dreams. 


Together we range ober the ſlow-riſing hill, 
Delighted with paſtoral views, 125 


r reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlets diſt ils, 


And mark out new themes for my muſe: 


The damſel's of humble deſcent, 
Ihe cottager Peace is well known for her ſire, 
And the ſhepherds has nam'd her Content. 


SONG cxxx!li. 


| HE bird that hears her neſtling cry, 
L And flies abroad for food, 
| turns impatient through the ſky 
' 10 nurſe her callow brood : 

lie tender mother knows no joy, 

But bodes a thouſand harms, 

nd ſickens for her darling boy, 

| When abſent from her arms. 


uch fondneſs with impatience join'd 
My faithful boſom fires, 

dw forc'd to leave the fair*%behind, 
The queen of my defires ; 


| kiſs?d the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 


Topomp and proud titles ſhe ne'er did aſpire, - 
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The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All fimilies are vain 

To ſhew how ardenitly I love, 
Or to relieve 'my pain, 


The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For heaven and joy divine; 
The ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, 
| More pure more warm than mine: 
14 I take what liberty I dare, 
| *Twere impious to ſay more; 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
= The goddeſs I adore, 


SONG CXxXXIIlI. 


EAR EST Kitty, kind and fair, 
Tell me when and tell me where; 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwan, 
When we thus ſhall meet again? 
When ſhall Strephon fondly ſee, 
| Beauties only found in thee : 
| Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 
All the happy live-long day. 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 
Tell me when and tell me where, 


All the happy day 'tis true, 

Bleſs'd but only when with you; 
Nightly Strephon ſighs alone, 
Sighs, till Hymen makes us one; 


( 9 J 
rell me then and eaſe my pain, 

Tel thy fond and faithful ſwain ; 
When the prieſt ſhall kindly join, 
itty's trembling hand to mine. 

| Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 

Tell me when—1 care not where. 


3 ONG cxxxlv. 


APPY hours, all hours excelling, 
When retir'd from crowd and noiſe g 
lappy is that filent dwelling, 

Joys. 


Filbd with ſelf- poſſeſſing 


appy's that contented creature, 

Who with feweſt things is pleas'd; 
nd conſults the voice of nature, 
When of roving fancy eas'd. 


'ry paſſion wiſely moving, 

juſt as reaſon turns the ſcale; 

ry ſtate of life improving, 

That no anxious thoughts prevail. 


apy man, who thus poſſeſſes, 

Life wich ſome companion dear; 
y imparted {till increaſes, 

briefs when told ſoon diſappear. 
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80 N | CXXXV. 


Sung Ly Miſs Stevenſon, at Vauxha 


ORGIVE ye fair, nor take it wrong, 
If aught too much I do; 

Permit me while I fing my ſong, 

To give a leſſon too: 
Let modeſty, that heaven-born maid, 

Your words and actions grace; 
"Tis this, and only this can add, 

New luſtre to your face. 


Ts this which paints the virgins cheeks, 
Beyond the power of art; 

And ev'ry real bluſh beſpeaks, 
The goodneſs of the heart 

This index of the virt'ous mind, 
Your lovers will adore; | 

This, this will leave a charm behind, 
When bloom can charm no more. 


Inſpir*d by this, to 1dle men 

With nice reſerve behave; 

And learn by diſtance to maintain, 

The power your beauty gave: 

For this when beauty muſt decay, 
Your empire will protect; 

The wanton pleaſes for a day, 

But ne'er creates reſpect. 


{- 122-1} 


With this, their filly jeſt reprove, 

When coxcombs dare intrude; 

or think the man 1s worth your love, 
Who ventures to be rude; 

our charms, when cheap, will ever pal 
| They ſully with a touch; 

Ind tho' you mean to grant not all, 

You often grant too much. 


at, patient let each virtuous fair, 

ExpeQ the gen'rous youth; 

hom heaven has doom'd her heart to ſhare, 
And bleſt with love and truth: 

r him alone reſerve her hand. 

And wait the happy day; 

hen he with juſtice may command, 

And ſhe with joy obey. | 


SONG CXXXVI. 


UARDIAN angels now protect me, 
Send to me the ſwain J love; 
wid with thy bow direct me, 
Help me all ye powers above: 
a him my ſighs ye gentle bree ze, 
Tell him I love and 1 deſpair; 
Tell him for him I grieve, 
8ay— tis for him ] live, 
my the ſhepherd be ſincere. 


ro" the ſhady groves I'll wander, 
lent as the bird of night; 
athe brink of yonder fountain, 


- Int Leander bleſs'd my ſight: 


G Vitnels 


Witneſs ye groves and falls of water, 
Echoes repeat the vows he ſwore ; 
Can he forget me, 

Will he neglett me. 

Shall J never {ce him more. 


hope, 
{I tel] 
wonld 
Df fach 
"our of 
But ] fe 
or yet 
or one 


Does he love and yet forſake me, 
To admire a nymph more fair; 

If *tis fo I'll wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair; 

Some lonely cave l' make my dwelling, 
Ne'er more the cares of life purſue; 


0 dang 
bt yet: 


The lark and Philomel, ud if) 
Only ſhall hear me tell, n a f 
What makes me bid the world adieu. . ey 
| | | | | ve 
Ou'll ſay 
Hb | ben lea 
SONG CXXXVII, 
| Ji! judg 
The COunTrRyY WeppiNG, probe 
| 0-morro 
5 | : all join 
| Sung at Ranelagh. gs 
i Set by Mr. Howard. le rery 
| 8 ig hey « 
ELL met pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young When 
; ſwain, | : 
To a lovely young ſhepherdeſs croſſing the plain; 
| Why ſo much in haſte? (now the month it was May) 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair maiden, which way: 
Then ſtrait to this queſtion the nymph did reply, \T Ti 


And 
ch richt 
but they 


With a ſmile on her look, and a leer on her eye, 
F came from the village, and homeward I go; 
And now, gentle ſhepherd, pray why would you know! 


I hope 
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hope, pretty maid, you won't take i f amiſs, 

[tell you the reaſon of aſking you this; 

wonld ſee you ſafe home, (now the ſwain was in love) 
ſuch a companion if you would approve, 

our offer, kind ſhepherd, is evil, I own, 

ut | ſee no great danger in going alone; 

or yet can 1 hinder, the road being free 

or one as another, for you as for me. 


o danger in going alone, it is true, 

ut yet a companion is pleaſanter too; 

Indif you could like (now the ſwain he took heart) 
ach a ſweetheart as me, we never would part; 

hal that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then; 
ind I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you men: 
dul ſay and un- ſay, and you'll flatter, dis true; 
ten leave a young maiden, the ſirſt thing you do. 


I! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd; 
0prove what I ſay, I will make you my bride: 

„ morrow the parſon (well ſaid, little ſwain) 

Wl! join both our hands, and make one of us twain: 
hen what the nymph anſwer'd, to this is not ſaid; 

le very next morn to be ſure they were wed: 

Is hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down: 
ben ſhall we ſee ſuch a wedding in town. 


S ON G CXXXVIIL 


TT Totterdown-hill there dwelt an old pair, 
And it may be they dwell there ſtil]; 

a riches indeed did not fall to their ſhare, 
they kept a ſmall farm and a mill; 


G2 But 


—— TOO I nad ————— — 
FL ee . oes — — Rae 


8 1 1 1 


But fully content with what they did get, 
They knew not of guile nor of arts; 
One daughter they had, and her name it was Bett, 
And ſhe was the pride of their hearts, 


Nut brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtraight, 

Her eyes were as black as a ſloe: 

Her teeth was milk white, full ſmart was her gait, 
And ſleek was her ſkin as a doe: 

All thick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour, 
No bit of true blue could be ſpy'd; 

A child wet and cold came and knock'd at the door, 
Its mam? it had loſt and it cry'd. 


Young Bett was as mild as the mornings of May, 
The babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her breaſt ; 

She chaf'd him all o'er, and he {ſmiled as he lay, 
She kiſs'd him and lull'd him to reſt: 

But who do you think ſhe had got for her prize, 
Why love that ſly maſter of arts; 

No ſooner he wak' d, but he drop'd his diſguize, 
And ſhew'd her his wings and his darts. 


Quoth he, I am love, but be not afraid, 
Tho? all I make ſhake at my will; 

80 £0:4d and ſo kind you have been my fair maid, 
No harm you ſhall find from my {kill: 

My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fondneſs by me, 
A friead you ſhall find in me ſtill; 

Take my quiver and ſhoot, and be greater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Totterdown-hall, 


8 ON(\ 
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SONG CXXXIX. 


Surg by Mr. Vernon. 
Set by Mr. Arnold. 


RE Phoebus ſhall peep on the freſh budding 
| flow'r, 
r blue-bells are robb'd of their dew ; 
Sleep on my Maria, while I deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you. 


here roſes and jeſ*mine each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle to copy your hue ; 

The lilly, to match with thy boſom ſo ſweet, 
How faint its refemblance to you. 


ich the ſweets of your breath, the hedge - violet hail 


vie, 
But weakly, and pay it its due; 

[le thorn ſhall be robbꝰd of the ſloe for your eye, 
Yet nature paints nothing like you, 


he leaves of the ſenſitive plant muſt declare, 

The truth of my well-belov'd ſhe ; 

Thoſe branch if to touch it bold ſhepherds ſhall hd. 
Would ſhrink from all cthers but me. 


G 3 SONG 
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3$ONG CXL, 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


Set by Mr. Smith. 


8 ONS of eaſe be blithe and gay, 
Lull the cares of life away ; 

Fly to peaceful whiſpering groves, 
To the graces and the loves, 


Bot my ſoul diſdains the joys, | 
Pants for deeds of deathleſs noiſe ; 

Love and wine would court my ſtay, 
But glory calls and I obey. 


— — — — 


» 
— 
— — 


— 


Softer pleaſures I diſclaim, 
Welcome honour, welcome fame; 
Meaner objects I reſign, 
But be vaſt ambition mine. 


— 


— — 
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SONG CXLI. 
Wim ſhall Cælia fly for ſhelter, 


In what ſecret grove or cave; 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the young, the gay, the brave, 
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Tho” with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still the longs, and ſtill ſhe burns; 

Cupid ſhoots |] 110 Hymen's archer, 

Whereſoeer the damſel turns, 


D diſc 
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N Firtue, youth, good _ and beauty, 
If diſcretion guide us not; 
Pometimes are the rufflan' 8 booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot. 

Now they're purche sd by che trader, 
| Now commanded OY tne peer; 

tow fome ſubt'e mean itvacer, 
Wins the heart or gains the ear. 


Þ Giſcretion! thou'rt 2 jewel, 

| Or our grand mamma's miſtake; 
dating lame by bating fewel, 

| Always careful and awake. 


Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
| Weigh the licence, weigh the banns; 
Mark my fong upon your ſamplers, 

Wear it on your Knots and fans. 


SONG CXLI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


OU fair poſtefs' of ey'ry charm, 
To captivate the will; 

loſe ſmiles can rage itſelf Jifarm: 

Whoſe frowns at once can kill. 

day will you deign a verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part; 

in honeſt verſe that flows ſincere, 
And candid from the heart. 
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Great is your power, but farther lil}, 
Mankind it might engage; 

If as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage: 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take, 
For who's to beauty blind? 

But to what end a priſ'ner make, 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind. 


Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain; 
Learn that belt art the heart to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain : 
Gameſter's to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; 
Tho' beauty * 9 the charms begin, 
Tis ſweetneſs makes them laſt. 


So NG CAXLIN. 
The words by Mr. Cutitmgham, 


HE virgin when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villagers vows; 
The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, 
And poplars embrace with their boughs: 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above; 
We ſhepherds that dwell on the plain, 
Hail May as the mother ef love. 


From the weſt as it wantonly blows, 
Fond zephyrs careſſes the vine; - 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 


And willows and woodbines entwine: 
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The pinks by the rivulet's ſide. 
That border the vernal alcove: 
zend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide,, 
For May is the mother of love, 


ſay tinges the butterfly's wing, 

He flotters in bridal array; ._ 

the larks and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May. 

de ſtock- dove recluſe with her mate, 

Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove; 

Ind murmuring ſeems to repeat, 

That May 1s the mother of love.. 


de goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 

Ve virgins be ſportive and gay; 

et your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May: 

ould Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh.remove; 

t him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find, 

That May 1s the mother of love, 


'$ON G: CxLIV. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
Set by Mr. Arnold. | 
JREATHE ſoft ye winds, be:calm-ye ſkies, . 
) Ariſe ye flow'ry race, ariſe, |, ; 
liver devs, ye vernal ſhow'rs,: 
[forth a blooming waſte of flow'rs ;. 
WW ragrant roſe, a.beauteous. gueſt, 

| fouriſh in my fair one's breaſt; _ 
il grace her hand or deck her hair; 
low'r moſt ſweet, the nymph moſt fair. 
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SONG CXLV. 
Dy kev OD Yori 
Sung by Mr, Vernon. 


Set by Mr. Handel. 


ROUND the ſun attending, | | 
A To her ſabmiſſive bending, 

Our yielding hearts confeſs her ſway, 
All her ſuperior pow'r obey, 


S Q N G CXLVI. 1 
Sang by Mrs, Weichſel. ip ü 
an to 

Set by Mr. Bach. Frolic, 
Impl 


H! Why ſhould love with tyrants ſway, 
Oppreſs each youthful heart, 
Mult all his rigid laws obey, 
And feel his pointed dart. 


On reaſons aid in vain we call, 
To break the flaviſn chain, 

The potent god diſdains it all, 
And e in our pain. 


* 


80 NG CXLVIL 
Sung by Mrs. Arne, 


OWS of love ſhould ever bind 
Mien who are to hononr true, 
They muſt have a ſavage mind 
Who refuſe the fair their due. 


Scor 1 
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dcorn'd and hated may they be, 
Who from conftancy do ſwerve: 
So may ev'ry nymph agree | 
All ſuch faithleſs ſwains to ſerve. [ 


SONG CXLVII. — 
Sung by Mrs. Pinto. 
The Words and Muſic by Dr. Arne. 
YMPHS and ſhepherds come away, 
Wanton in the ſweets of May, 
rip 1t o'er the flow'ry lawns, 
anton as the bounding fawns, 


Frolic, buxom, blythe and gay, 
UImphs and ſhepherds come away. 


SONG CxIIX. 


Het by Dr. Boyce, | p 


N his face the vernal roſe 1 
Blended with the lilly, glows; | 
is locks are as the raven black, 

In ringlets woven down his back. 


His eyes with milder beauties beam 
han billing doves beſide the ſtream; 
His youthful cheeks are beds of flow*rs;. 
Euripen'd by refreſhing ſhow?rs, 


His 
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His lips are of the roſe's hue, 

fill dropping with a fragrant dew; 
Tall as the cedar he appears, 

And as ereQ his form he bears. 


SONG CL. 
Sung by Mrs. Smith, in the Wedding-Ring, 


Saw what ſeem'd a harmleſs child, 
With wings and bow, 
And aſpe& mild, 
Who ſobb'd, and bd, and pin'd, 
And begg'd 1 would ſome boon beſtow 
On a poor little boy ſtone blind, 


Not aware of the danger too ſoon I comply'd, 
For exulting he cry'd, 
And drew from his quiver a dart ; 
| My pow'r you ſoon ſhall know, 
Then levell'd his bow, | 
And wounded me right in the heart. 


SONG CLI. 
In the Opera of the Ross. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
EAR me, blooming goddeſs, hear me, 
Queen of ſmiles, and ſoft deſire, 


dend the beauty to endear me, 
Wuͥo has lit this amrous fite. 


„ 


0 how ſweet the mild dominion. fs J0 571 
3 Of the charmer we approve, ' I GE 


Honour clips the wanton privion, | 
L And we're willing ſlaves to'love. OE i 


SONG CH. 
From the ſums. 


H! think not to:deceive me 
With flatt'ring oaths and lies, 

rr all in vain, believe me, 

For love has N eyes. ä 


l rifing preſent given 

Oft binds affection faſt, 

And grateful woman's driven 
| To give herſelf at laſt. 


— — 
„ my 
— — — 


be 
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From the * I 

1 

F a kiſs you would gain, | 

Am I bound to explain? i 

Ahl could you net gueſs by my eyes, | I 
When they without guile, 9 
So twinkle and fmile ? = 

A. glance is enough to the wiſe, 5 
SONG. Þ 
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SONG CLIVv. 
From the ſame. 


"© ke nobleſt heart, like pureſt gold, 


Reſiſts impreſſion while ' tis cold, 


JZut melted down in love's bright flame; 


Soft comply ing io the zeſt, 

It takes the image firſt impreſt, 

And bears it in the faithful breaſt, 
Through circling years the ſame. | 


SONG ©LV. 
From the ſame, 


RIGHT the ſky, and calm'the ocean, 
Now my bark will ſweetly glide, 
Oh! how pleaſing is the motion, 
Sailing thus with wind and tide. 


Hidden rocks no more beguiling, 
Swelling ſails the breezes court, 

Cupid at the helm ſits ſmiling, 
And conducts me ſafe to port. 


SONG CLVI. 
Laſt Chorous in the ſame, 


Falk and ſweet, 
Trim and near, 


Springs the bluſhing roſe in May; 


Summer's paſt, 
| Autumn's blaſt, 
Shrinks it's beauteous leaves away. 


Vs: 


Nature 


Each 


hite a 
Earth 
doon the 
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But the mind, 
Chaſe refin'd, 
Warm'd by virtue's cheering ray; 
Ever blows 
That freſh roſe, 
Time itſelf can ne'er decay. 


| SON G CLVII. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in the Summer's Tale. 


Wu love at firſt approach is ſeen, 
His dang'rous form he veils, 

A playful infant's harmleſs mein 

The playful god conceals. 
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When ſeen by us fond dupes careſt, 
{ He acts his trait'rous part, 

And as we preſs him to the breaſt 

| He fteals into the heart. 


SONG CLVII. 
Sung by the ſame, in the ſame. 


7 HILE, on earth's ſoft lap deſcending, 
Lightly falls the feather'd ſnow, 
Nature awfully attending, | 

| Each rude wind forbids to blow. 


Mhite and pure awhile appearing, 
Earth her virgin mantle wears, 
doon the fickle ſeaſon veering, 


Her deluded boſom bears. 


T has 
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Thus my fooliſh heart believing, 
Liſten'd to his artful tongue; 
All his vows of love receiving, 
On each flatt'ring accent hung. 


Fondly, for a time, miſtaken 
Love and joy conceal'd my fate, 
Now, Alas! at length forſaken, 
Sad experience comes too late. 


SONG CLIX; = 


By Mrs, Vincent, i» Almena. 


| OULD you taſte of freedom's charms, . 
Zara courts you to her arms, 
Diſtreſs, like thine, ſhould pity move, 

And pity's ray ſhould kindle love. 


For my heart adopts my woes, 
Melting, thrilling as it glows, 
Leave thy cell and follow me. 
Love and Zara ſet thee free. 


3 SONG CLX. 
From the Sukrnkxb's Lor rev. 


Set by Dr. Boyer. 


No dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
Declar'd his fix'd paſſions, and dy'd for in ſong, 
He went one May-morning to meet in a grave, 
By her own dear appointment, this goddeſs of love, 
Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, 
And doated on cach—Caa a lover do more? 


Fits | 
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He waited, and waited, then changing his ſtrain, 

fis fury and rage, and deſpair and diſdain ! 

And the ſun was commanded to hide his dull light. 
And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd down right, 
'Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, | 
Bat never to change; — Can a lover do more? 


Cleora, it chanc'd, was by accident there, 

No roſe-bud ſo tempting, no lilly fo fair; 

He preſs'd her White hand, next her lips he aſſay'd, 
Nor would ſhe deny him —ſo civil the maid ; 

Her kindly acceptance his peace did reſtore, 

And dear Amaryillis was thought on no more, 


SONG CLCFI. 
The Man WILL Romancs 


HEN I enter'd my teens, and threw play-things 
aſide, | 
conceit'd myſelf woman and fit for a bride ; 
y the men J was flatter'd my pride to enhance, 
or the maids will believe, and the men will romance; 


hey ſwore that my eyes the bright di'mond excell'd. 
ch a face and ſuch treſſes ſure ne'er were beheld; 
hat to gaze on my neck was all rapture and trance, 
V1! the maids will believe and the men will romance. 


hung Pollydore ſaw me one night at a ball, 

id lwore to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall, 

NN his knees he intreated my hand for a dance, 

i! the maids will believe and the men will romance. 


He 
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He conducted me home when the paſtime was o'er, E hat 1 
And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much beauty before; Md p 
He ogl'd and figh'd as he ſaw me advance, And fi 
Ah! the maids will believe and the men will romane: Tora 
Then day after day I his company had, ü " 

At length he declar'd all his flame to my dad, g en: 
But my father lov'd money, and would not advanee, 4 1h 
And reply'd to my lover, Young men will romance, ap 
But though my papa would not give us a ſhilling, Put Ls 
My Pollydore {wore he to wed me was willing, wn 
So to church we both went, and at night had a dane, w 10 
And believe me my Pollydore did not romance. c E _ 
Put fir” 

SONG CLXII, N 
A thouf 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne, and /ung by Miſs Wrigi er ll 
at Ranelagh, Then te 
| , Row to 

I 7 0UNG Molly who lives at the foot of the hill, 

And whoſe fame ev'cy virgin with envy doth ill 

Of beauty is bleſt with ſo ample a ſhare, | 
That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 745 
One ev'ning laſt May as I travers'd the grove DET 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, Fs the 
I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph | declare, E ] 
And really ſhe had a molt delicate air. v os th 
| | : lid hoc 
By a murmuring brook on a green moſſy bed, hg f 
A chaplet compoſing the fair one was laid, ugs to 
Surpriz'd, and tranſported, I could not forbear the f 


Wich rapture to gaze on her delicate air. 


he Craft 
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hat moment young Cupid feleQed a dart, 
And pierc'd without pity my innocent heart, 
And from thence how to win the dear maid was wy 
care, 
I Tora captive I fell to her delicate air. 


I ben ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd and cemplain'd *twas 
rude, 

And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude, 
anſwer'd I could not tell how I come there, 
Pot! laid all the blame on her delicate air. 


$:id her heart was the prize which I ſought to obtain, 
And hop'd ſhe would grant it to eaſe my! fond pain; ; 

Re neither rejected nor granted my pray'r, 

Put fir'd all my ſoul with her delicate air, 


/ thouſand times face I've repeated my ſuit, 

WSut {ti]! the tormenter affects to be mate, | 
Tien tell me ye ſwains, who have conquer'd the * 
How to win the dear laſs with her delicate air. 


SON G CLXIIL 


\TATURE gave all creatures arms, 
\ Faithful guards from hoſtile arms; 
aws the lion brood defend, 
lorrid jaws that wide deſtend, 
orns the bull's reſiſileſs force, | 
bid hoofs the vigorous horſe, 
['mble feet the fearful hare, 
ings to fly the birds of air. 


the fox did wiles ordain, 
he craftieſt of the Sylvian train, 
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Tofks ſhe gave the grunting ſwine, 
Quills the fretful porcupine: 
Fins to ſwim the wat'ry kind, 
Man the virtues of the mind; 


Nature laviſhing her ſore, 
What for woman had ſhe more? 


Helpleſs woman to. be fair, 

Beauty fell to woman's ſhare ; 
Beauty, that nor wants or fears, 
Sword or flames, or ſhield, or ſpears; 
Beauty ſtronger aid affords, 

Stronger far than ſhields or ſwords ; 
Stronger far than ſwords or ſhields, 
Man himſelf to beauty yields, 


SONG CILXIV. 


N ev'ry tree in ev'ry plain, 
trace the jovial ſpring in vain; 

A ſickly langour veils mine eyes, 

And faſt my waning vigour flies: 

Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, 
That ſmiles on others, ſmiles on me; 
Mine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, 
Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe. 


What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring, 

Or what the needleſs pride of ſpring ;. _ 
The cypreſs bough that ſuits the bier, 
Retains its verdure all the year: | 
*T1s true, my vine ſo freſh and fair, 


Might claim awhile my wonted care ;, 


My rural ſtore ſome pleaſure yield, 
So ſweet a flock, ſo green a field. 


Sun 
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SONG CLXV.. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


M OVELY maid! fair beauty's pride, 
3 Do not thus my bliſs deny; (5% 
Caſe my tender love to chide, 9 
| Why ſo cruel, Daphne why? x 


Kincly to my wiſh incline, 5 
Why will Daphne faithleſs prove? BY 
Know my ſoul 1s wholly thine, ON 
And my heart is form'd for love, my 


Why, thus ſlight a faithful ſwan, 
| Who to love was ever true; 
hy thus give that boſom pain, 
Which ſo long hath figh'd for you, 


SONG CLXVI. 


Venus and Diana. 4 Cantata. 


Sung by Mrs, Smith. Set by Mr. Smith, 


 ReciTatives AccourANIED. 


MAIR Venus left her bleſt abodes they ſay, 

And to the woodlands once purſu'd her way; 
here ſought Diana, and in ſoothing ſtrains, | 
dhe thus implor'd the queen of woodland plains, 


AIR. 


[7 } 
AIR. 


The chace's joys I wiſh to know, 
Like Dian” to be dreſt; 

With thee, thro? toils O let me go: 
An huntreſs all confeſt: 

Take, take me in thy chearful train, 

Let Cupid ſhare the day; 

J long to hunt o'er wood and plain, 

O'er hills and far away. 


AIR. 


Forbear to aſk me, queen of love, 
[diana quick replies) 
Oh! hie thee, to thy Paphian grove, 
To taſte of ſofter joys. 


Our din would hurt thy tender ear, 
Thy feet are ſlow of pace; 


Our toils would fill thy heart with fear, 


Foregoe the fatal chace. 


Keep, keep thee with thy ſons away, 
Nor urge the ſuit in vain; 


No more my nymphs would own their ſway, 


If love ſhou'd join my train. 


SONG CLXVII. 


HO? Chloe's out of faſhion, 
Can bluſh and be ſincere; 


I'll toaſt her in a bumper, 


If all the belles were here. 
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F1.at tho? no di'monds ſparkle, 
Around her neck and wail ; 
With ev ry ſhining virtue, 

© The lovely maid is grac'd. 


& modeſt, plain apparel, 

No patches, paint, nor airs ; 
q debt alone to nature, 

An angel ſhe appears. , 


dom gay coquettes, high finiſh'd, 
| My Chloe takes no rules 
dr envies them their conqueſts, 
The hearts of all the fools. 


[ho wins ber muſt have merit, 
| Such merit as her own; 

be graces all poſſeſſing, 

| Yet knows not ſhe has one. 


pen grant me gracious heav'ns, 
The gifts you moſt approve; 
d Chloe, charming Chloe, : 
Will bleſs me with her love. 


SONG CLXVUL 


HE lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn, 


| The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 
 jellow-haryeſt, free from ſpoil, | 
dards the happy farmer's toil: 

flowing bowl ſucceeds the frail, 

Which he tells the jocund tale. 


» >> M 
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s O NG CLXIX. 


Set by Dr. Arne. De Werds by Mr. Prior. 
8 Chloe came into the room to'ther day, 


I peeviſh began, where ſo long could you ſlay? 


In your life-time you never regarded your hour, 
You promiſ'd at two, but—look child, 'tis four: 
A lady's watch need neither figures or wheels, 


*Tis enough that tis. Joaded with baubles and ſeals; 


A temper {o heedleſs no mortal can bear, 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord bleſs me, ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak; 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fall'n into my neck: 


Ir has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 
On the left fide my breaſt what a mark it has made! 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd: 

That ſcene of delight, I with wonder ſurvey'd, 
And forgot ev'ry word I deſign'd to have ſaid. 


SONG CLXX. 


Colin: ComrPLaltNT. 


EAR Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure, 
> You treat me with doubts and diſdain; 
You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain: 
Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 
On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill-grounded, 
When once you us dictates obey, 
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ſhe paſſion, from beauty firſt drawn, 
Your kindneſs will vaſtly improve; 
Your ſighs and your ſmiles are the dawn, 
Fruition's the ſunſhine of love: 
ind tho? the bright beams of your eyes, 
Shou'd be clouded that now are ſo gay 
and darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, 

Yet we ne'er can forget it was day. 


01d Darby, with Joan by his fide, 

You've often regarded with wonder; 

e's dropſical, ſhe is ſore-ey'd, 

Vet they're ever uneaſy aſunder: 

Together they totter about, 

Or fit in the ſun at the door; 

it night when old Darby's pot's out, 

His joan will not ſmoak one whiff more. 


o beauty or wit they poſſeſs, | 
Their ſeveral failings to ſmother ; Wh 
hen what are the charms, can you gueſs, | 
That make them ſo fond of each other? Fs 
is the pleaſing remembrance ot youth, | 
The endearments which youth did beſtow ; | BY 
be thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The belt of our bleflings below. 


— 


* 


hoſe traces for ever will laſt, 

Nor ſickneſs nor time can remove; 
or when youth and beauty are paſt, = 
and age brings the winter of love: | 
end ſhip inſenſibly grows, a 
dy reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe ; 
dd the current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 


Which deCripid old age cannot freeze. 
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8 ON FLXKL, 1, 


Sung by Mr. Lowe and Mrs. Lampe. 


N OW the happy knot is ty'd, 
Betſey is my charming bride; 
Ring the bells, and fill the bow], 
Rival all without controul. 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 

Who ſo bleſt as Colinet! 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 

Who ſo bleſt as Colinet. 


Now adieu to maiden arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts; 
Welcome Hlymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls and boys: 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet. 


Tho? ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 
Now my plenteous barn adorn ; 
Tho' I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs, 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs.: 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 

Are the charms of lovely Bet. 


Tho? on ſundays I was ſeen, 
Dreſs'd like any May day queen;z 
Tho' fix ſweethearts daily ſtrove, 
To deſerve thy Betſey's love: 
Them I-quit without regret, 

All my joy's in Colinet. 


E 1] 
6rrike up then the ruſtic lay, 

Crown with ſports our bridal day; 
May each lad a miftreſs find, 
Like my Betſey, fair and king, 

And each laſs a huſband get,  , 

ond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul: 
| May the ſun ne'er riſe or ſet, 
But with joy to happy Bet, 
And her faithful Colinet. 


SONG cLXXII. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


OUNG Jockey is the blitheſt lad, 
That e're did maiden wooe; 
nen he appears my heart is glad, 

For he is kind and true: 

e talks of love when e'er we meet, 
His words in raptures flow; 

den tunes his pipe and ſings ſo ſweet, 
have no power to go. 


| fther laſſes he forſakes, 

And flies to me alone; 

eV ry fair and all the wakes, 

| hear them making moan : 

buys me toys, and ſweetmeats tao, 
ind ribbons for my hair; 

ſwain was ever half ſo true, 


Jr half ſo kind and fair, 
He 


Wuaerce'es 


1 148 


Wheree'er I go, I nothing fear, 
If Jockey is but by; 
For J alone am all his care, 
When ever danger's nigh: 30 
He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life; 
Can U refuſe, ye maidens ſay, 
To be young Jockey's wife. 


SONG CLXAXIIL.. 
The Favirinss ENDE AVOuR. 


Set by Dr. Arne, 
HEN gentle Harriot firſt T ſaw, 


Struck with a reverential awe ; 
I felt my boſom mov'd : 
Her eaſy ſhape, her charming face, 
She ſmiPd, and talk'd with ſo much grace; 
I gaz'd, admir d, and lov'd. 


Up to the buſy town I flew, 
And wander'd all its pleaſures thro? 
In hopes to eaſe my care: 
The buſy town but mocks my pain, 
Its gayeſt pleaſures all are vain, 
For Harriot haunts me there. 


The labours of the learned ſage, 
The comic clamour of the ſtage, 
By turns my time employ ; 
I reliſh not the ſages love, 
The ſtages humour pleaſe no more, 
For Harriot's all my joy, 
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dometimes I try'd the jovial throng, 
Sometimes the female train among, 
To chace her form away: _ 
The jovial throng, is noiſy, rude, 
Nor other females dares intrude, 
Where Harriot bears the ſway. 


Since then nor art nor learning can, 
Nor company of maid or man, 
For want of thee atone ; 
come, with all thy conqu*ring charms, 
Ocome, and take me to thy arms, 
For thou art all in one, 


SONG CLXXIV, 


The Cn o 1c EF, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


F eer I ſhould learn the ſweet leſſon of love, 
1 Let theſe be the works of the man I approve z 
No pedant, yet learn'd, not rakehelly gay, 

or laughing, becauſe he has nothing to ſay ; 

o all my ſex, ſtill obliging and free, 

ſet never ſhew fonanefs to any but me; 

n public, preſerve the decorum that's juſt, 

Ind ſhew in his eyes, he is true to his truſt. 


it when the long hours of obſervance are paſt, 
nd we ſweetly retreat to a welcome repaſt; 

ay ev'ry fond pleaſure that moment endear, 

e baniſh'd afar both diſcretion and fear: 
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Forgeting and ſcorning the airs of a crowd, 
He may ceaſe to he formal, and I to be proud; 
Till loſt in the joy, we confeſs that we live, 
And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive. 


And that my delight may be ſtedfaftly fix'd, 

Let the friend and the lover be properly mix'd ; 

In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul can confide, 

Whoſe kindneſs can ſmooth me, whoſe counſel can 
aides: Mol dl % b Wal 

F our uch a dear lover as here I deſcribe, - 

No danger ſhould fright me, no millions ſhould briks; 

But till I can find fo uncommon a ſwain, 

As I long have liv'd ſingle, Pl fingle remain. 


S ON G CLXXV. 
Vritten by Mr. Garrick. 


E. fair married dames, who ſo often deplore, 
That a lover once bleſt is a lover no more; 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has caught, 


'The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your eye, 
Your roſes and lillies may make the men ſigh; bus 8 
But roſes and lillies, and fighs paſs away, 

And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guittar; 
Tho' chere's muſic in both, they are both apt t91ar; 
But how tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much. 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hard, 

Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at commaud: 
Exert with your huſband the Tame happy ſkill, : 
For hearts, like young birds, may be tam'd to your wik 
be 
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Fe gay and good humour'd, complying and kind'; 
Frurn the chief of your care from, your face to your 
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fis chere that a xi fe may her conquells improve, 
And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 
| Daft vii 1d; 8m 
28:0 NG CLXXYI.. 
F TAIL Windſor l crown'd with lofty tower's, 
| Where nature wantons at her will; 
e ecks ev'ry vale wich fruits and flowers, 
With waveing trees adorn the hill: 
ke Mars with Venus in his arms, 
Like his thy ſtrength, like her's thy charms. 
Like his thy ſtrength, &c. 


When o'er thy plains I ſtretch mine eyes, 0 

| Plea:'d with thy proſpects unconfin'd; Ell! 

| thouſand ſcenes before me riſe, 14 

Athouſand beauties charm my mind: $3 0 

ho different each, yet each agrees, | of 

Vor this, nor that, but all things pleaſe. 5 ft 

| bus Strephon views his lovely fair, "ut 

From charm to charm in raptures loſt;. *H 

et not her face, her ſhape, nor air, 0 

Lor yet her eyes tranſport him moſt : if 
"Wt 'tis the heavenly finiſh'd whole, | i 

Vin matchleſs grace delight his ſoul. UW 
* | _ 
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SONG CLXXVII. 
Ne longer let ef ſongſters compare 


the merits of xine to the charms of the far, 
J appeal to the men to determine between 
A tun-belly'd Bacchus and beauty? $ fair queen, 


The pleaſures of drinki ing henceforth I reſign, 
For though there is mirth yet there's madneſs in wine; 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile, 

Tie the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs (mile 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 
And the more I behold her the more I admire, 

But the charms of her temper and mind I adore, 

Theſe vircues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no more, 


How happy our days when with love we engage, 75 
Tis the tranſport of youth, 'tis the comfort of age; Ind et 
But what are the joys of the bottle and bowl, To ? 
Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the Dull | 
| | : 
A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, bes 
Ihe longer I drink, the more thirty am I; er din 
From this fair confeſſion, tis plain, my good friend, How 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. ar in 1 
Thi 
Your big belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, Ind "5 
But how fooliſh you look when your bottle grows dy 7 if 
From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure mull ſprivy 
Nay the ftoics mult own it—ſhe is the beſt thing. hat ne 
dho 
Yet ſome praiſe to wine we may juſtly afford, 125 
For in time it will make us as great as a lord; Cond 


Bat woman forever gives tranſport to man, 


And PII love the dear ſex, aye, as long as I can. 
8 ON N (4 
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SONG CLXXVII. 


"HE weſtern ſky was purpl'd o'er 

| With ev'ry pleaſing ray, 

And locks reviving felt no more 

| The ſaltry heat of day; 

Then from an hazles artleſs bow'r, 

Soft warbles Strephon's tongue, 

He bleſs'd the ſcene he bleſs'd the hour, 


While Nancy's charms he ſung. 


Let fops with fickle falhood range 
he paths of wanton love, 

Vhilt weeping maids lament their change, 
And ſadden ev'ry grove; 0 
Put endleſs bleſſings crown the day 5 
[ ſaw fair Eſham's dale, A 
nd ev'ry blefling find its way 0 
To Nancy of the vale. oY 


| i ſhape was like the reed fo ſleek, | 
50 taper, ſtrait, and fair, ; 4 
her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing cheek, | iſs 
How charming ſweet they were; 

par in the winding vale retir'd, 

This peerleſs bad J found, 

ind ſhadowing rocks and woods conſpir & 
To lence her beauties round, | 
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hat nature in ſo lone a dell 

diould form a nymph ſo ſweet: 
vr fortune to her ſecret cell | = 
Conduct my wand'ring feet: | F 
Bs Gx 


4 2 — —ů —— 25 ” — 
x gy tn, ey r © — — P IF" Onges Wy , . — 
— > —  —  — : — 2 


xx = 
AD) un er TO —LZf].l:Ud˖ TI EPs 


. 
Gay lordlings ſoughyher x. their] bride, 


But ſhe would ne'er in in 


1 NJ 21 JJ 
*+ Prove to your equajy 0 
As I will prove Deane.” Le i 725 


* 


Hrs 


mM 197 715 


11 n 10 
"Tis Strephon on the mountains brow; ag 


Has won my right, (ggod wil 
Io him IL'Il give the phahied Ne, 


With him PH clim F 


Struek with her chang, 15 alias or 
I claſp'd the conltangt Hen, L 

To her alone I give my youth, 
Aud vow my future care. 


** 


50 N 8 CLXXIN, 
The Gentrous DISTRESS. 
202 by Dr. Arne, 


Low ye bleak winds around my head, 
And ſoothe my heart. corroding Care, 
Flaſh round my brows, ye lightnings red, 
And blaſt the laurels planted there; 
But may the maid where'er ſhe be, 
Think not of my diſtreſs nor me. 


May all the traces of our love 
Be ever blotted from her mind; 
May from her breaſt my vows remove, 
And no reinembrance leave behind ; 
But may the maid, where'er ſhe be, 
Think not of my diltreſs nor me. 
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Oh! may I ne'er behold her more, | 
For ſhe has robbed my ſoul ef reſt . 
Viſdom's aſſiſtance is too poor 1330 5 1 11 
| To calm the tempeſt in my Beat??? 
But may the maid, where*er fle be, 77 
hink not of my diſtreſs nor me. 
| | 0 Hurt 15 
Come death ! O ! come thou friendly Teep;. 
And with my ſorrows lay me 0%; 
nd ſhould the gentle virgin weep; 7 
Nor ſharp, nor laſting be her woe; 
But may ſhe think, where'er ſhe be, 
No more of my diſtreſs nor me.. 


SONG CLXXX.. 
The MaRRIED M a N. 
Set and ſung by Mr. Hudfon.. 


Am-marry'd and happy; with wonder hear this, 
Ve rovers and rakes of the age, 8 

Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 

And whom only loole pleaſures engage: 

o may laugh, but believe me you're all in thewrong;. 

When you. merrily marriage deride, 

Fer to marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 

And in them we can only confide. 


ie joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive—never fincere, 
Vit itolen with haſte or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
in;errupted by doubts and by fears: 

| Bat 
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But thoſe which in legal attachment we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

as from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refin's, 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure. 


The love which you boaſt of deſerves not that name, 
True love is with ſentiment join'd;, _ 

But yours is a paſſion, a fe everiſh flame, 9 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind, 

When dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this and with that ye are cloy'd, 

Ye are led and miſ-led by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire defiroy'd. 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
My anſwer is ſhort, ** From a wife ;” 

Whom for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-nature Ichoſe, 
W hich are beauties that charm us for life ; 

To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 
Ev*ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize, 

And we find ourſelves happy from morning to night, 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. 


SON G CLXXXI 


Wu N T ER. 
det 2 Mr. Hudſon. 


HE hoary winter's HuMring wind 
May harden ocean's curling wave, 

Pur if my lovely Chloe's kind, 

The wrath of winter I can be 

The wrath of winter I can brave, 


Warm'd 


1 


Warm'd with the ſun- ſhine of her eyes, 
Or melted by a gracious Fraile, | 

he Reecy tempeſt | defy, | © 

| And glow and revel all the whils; 

And glow and revel all the while. 


[But if ſhe meet me with diſdain, _ 
[ then am like the ſhifting wave, | 
Aad icy edds chills ev'ry vain, 
Nor can [ winter's anger brave.” 


SONG cLxxXI. 


AR ſwifter than light my love flies, 


In queſt of a happier clime, 
dee yonder he ſteers through the ies, 


And {mlles on the wreck of old time. aa 


since I here on earth ftill remain 
A ſtranger to comfort and reſt, 
A: once J will end all my pain, 
This dagger I'll ſheathe in my breaſt. 


SONG CLXXXIH. 


[THE early horn ſalutes the morn 
wy "That gilds this charming place, 
ih chearful cries bid echo riſe, 
And join the jovial chace. 
The vocal hills around, 
he waving woods, 


The chriſtial floods, 


| All, all return the enliv'ning ſound, 


E 


8 0. N. 9 CLXXXIV, 


Sung by Mrs, 5 7 II 4. Mind 8 | 


INCE loſt to peace of mind ſerene, 
I drag my chain in fruitleſs hope, 
Pl court each melancholy ſcene, . 
And give my ſorrows their full ſcope ;. _ 
My lovely, ſprightly, gallant tar, 55 5 
Who ſports with fierce deſlructive war, 
Think what I feel, where'er thou art, 
Think of thy Mary's breaking heart. 


secure thy dancing caſtle: rides. 
Upon the boſom of the deep, 
The ſtormy winds and waves abides, 
And navigation bids thee ſleep : 
But balmy ſleep and downy reſt 
Shall fly the tempeſt in thy breaſt, 
When jealous fears, like mine, mall prove. 
The truth of my dear ſailor's love. 


Hope, doubt, and fear, and winds, and waves, 


More dreadful to the love-toſs'd mind 
Than thoſe the ſkilful ſeamen braves, 
Who leaves pale care and grief behind: 
The adventurous maid, embark'd like me, 
That ſails on ſuch a trachled ſea, 
The ocean's rage would gladly meet, 
And in its depths would ſeek retreat, 


Yet, O be ſtill, my frantic brain, 
Let reaſon whiſper to my fears, 
My ſailor may return again, 
Crown'd with ſucceſs to dry my tears; 
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When fame, and all her gaudy charms, M 
| Shall yield him to my longing arms, 4 
And one bleſs'd hour together blend 

| The lover, hero, huſband, friend. 


britannia, hail thou night ueen ! © 
| The itrength, the power, the ſeas are thine, 
Long may thy power on juſtice lean, 
| To be preſerv'd they mult combine; 
[To courage {ingly ne'er reſort, | 
For virtue 1s thy true ſupport, 
Tis that alone can ſtrength maintain, 
| Be virtuous and for ever reign. 


SONG CLXXXV, _. - 


** HEN trees did bud and fields were e green, 
And flowers were fair to ſee, = 
And Mary was complete fifteen, | x 
And love laugh'd 1 in her eye, | þ 
Wlythe Jockey's looks her heart did move | 
| To ſpeak her mind thus free: 
Gang down the Burn my pentle love, 
And ſoon I'll follow thee, 


Now Jockey did each Jad ſurpaſs 
| | 7 hat dwelt: on this burn ſide, 
und Mary was a bonny laſs, | 
| 12 meet to be a bride: 
Her Cheeks were roſy, red and white, 
| Her eyes were azure blue, 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 


Her lips like dropping dew, 


What 


E 1680 J 
What paſs'd I gueſs was harmleſs play, 


And nothing fare unmeet, Fro 
For ganging home I heard them ſay, (10! 
They lik'd a walk ſo ſweet ; ; [Thy 


His cheek to her's he fondly laid; [nd 
She cry'd ſweet love be true, 


And when a wife, as now a maid, 
To death Þ'11 follow you. 


SONG CLXXXVI. 


HAT Jenny? s my friend, my delight and my 


pride, | | 
I always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide, 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever I po, 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer—No, No! 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer—No, No! 


At even, oft times, with what pleaſure I ſee 
A note from her hand- I'll be with you at tea; 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below, oF 
But ſay not tis love, for I anfwer—no, no. pe 


E 
She ſings me a ſong, and J echo its ſtrain, In p 
Again | cry Jenny, ſweet Jenny again; It 
I kiſs her ſweet lips, as if there I could grow, he 
But ſay not its love, for I anſwer— no, no. Its ti 
She tells me her faults as ſhe fits on my knee, 
I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me, bus 7 
My ſhoulder the taps, and ſhe bids me think ſoz 5 


Who knows but ſhe loves, tho' ſhe anſwer's—no, no. 


From 
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[From beauty and wit, and good humour, how E 
| Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly, 
Thy bounty, O fortune, make hafle to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill Pll fay—no. 


SONG CLXXXVII. 
A K N We, 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall, 


RECITATIVE. 1 


- EINOLD the heavens how beauteous and ſerene, 
No not a breeze diſturbs the placid air; 


Ard on the branch the leaf untrembling hangs; "7 
All nature now enjoys the happy calm, 1 
All but this throbbing boſom, [ 
Doom'd no more to taſte repoſe, 4 
Waile abſent is the fair, whoſe radiant eye 11 
(Whoſe boundleſs love inſpire. ö 
| | 8 
| The morn's returning ray 1 
Eeach opening floweret chears, 1 


| In purple luſtre gay is 
Its head exulting rears, / 

| When night obſcures the iy, . 
| Its tranſient glories die. ] 


bus Thyrſis was lamenting of his dear, 

en Daphne appear'd, and baniſh'd all his fear, 
nd thus replied the fair: 

cale gentle ſwain, to pour thy ſoft complaint, 

e Daphne comes to ſoothe thy anxious cares, 

Jud ſhares thy pains ; thy ardent vows ſhe bears, 
| | Thy 


| 
i 
| 
RECITATIVE. , 1 


com 
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Thy love ſincere with equal love repays,. 
The riſing bluſh, the dying bgh 

| My ſecret paſſion prove, 

While rapture trembling thro' mine eyes, 

| Declares how much ] love. 


4 

2 

: 

YL 

% 1 
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Take, whate'er of Bliſs or joy you fondly fancy Wel 


mine, My 
Whate'er of joy or bliſs 1 bend love renders wholly i 

thine ; Or u 

How blithely ol the livelong day the feather'd wars Pot! 

blers ſings, | Wy x 

On ev'ry buftet 1 chant their lay, or trill on ſoaring By g 

Wings. 4 1 

But f 


SONG CLXXXVII 
Sung by Mrs, Arne, in the Padlock, 
AY little fooliſh, flutt' ring thing, 


Whither, ah ! wither would you wing: N 
Your airy. flight ? | 


Stay here and ſing, Dive | 
Your miſtreſs to delight. | To 

No, no, no, | 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go, Fave fi 
Where, you wantan, could you be bid 
Half ſo happy as with me. b5 {ou} 


Indem 
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s O N G CLXXXIX. 
Sung by the ſame, in the ſame. 


EYE JAS I a ſhepherd's maid to keep 

On yonder plains a flock of ſheep, . 
Well pleas'd I'd watch the live long day, 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play. 


7 
'; ns | f 

Or wou'd ſome bird, that pity brings, 

IDut for a moment lend it's wings, 

My parents then might rave and ſcold, bb 
My guardian ſtrive my will to hold ; mu 


* 


: : 
. (Their words are harſh, his walls are high, 1 
But ſpite of all away I'd fly. | 
SONG. CXC. 4] 

Sung by Mr. Vernon, in the ſame, 1 


N N vain you bid your captive live, 

While you the means of life deny: 
Give me your ſmiles, your wiſhes give, 
| To him who malt without you. die. 


hut from the ſun's enlivening beam, 
bid flow'rs retain: their ſcent and hue; 
b5 ſource dry'd up, bid flow the ſtream, 
bud me exiſt, depriv'd of you, 


SONG 


16 f 


8 0 N © CXCT, 


Sung by the ſame, in the ſame, 


ITHER, Venus with your doves, 
Hither, all ye little loves; 
Round me light your wings diiplay, 
And bear a Jover on his way, 


L 
Oh, could I but like Jove of old, Pray” 
Transform myſelf to thow'ry gold | | 0; 
Or in a ſwan my paſſion ſhroud, Did 1 
Or wrap it in an orient cloud; EY6 
What locks, what bars mould then impede, , Prince 
Or keep me from my charming maid ! | Vo 


SONG CXCI. 
Sung by Miſs Wewitzer, at Vauxhall. 


H! where can one find a true ſwain, 
In whom a young nymph could confide, 
Men are now ſo conceited and vain, 
They no longer have hearts to divide, 
Orin court, orin city, or town. 
All acknowledge how fruitleſs the ſearch, 
So polite too each village is grown, 
Ev'n there girls are left in the lurch. 


Then adieu to the thraldom of love, 
Adieu to its hope and its fear, 
Henceforth I in freedom will rove, 
Who like it the willow may wear: 


„ 


yet ſhould fortune my truth to reward, 
send ſome youth with each talent to bleſs, 
How far I my purpoſe could guard, 

ls a ſecret 1 need not confeſs. 


SONG CXCIIII. 
ö OVELY nymph aſſwage my anguiſh, 


| At your feet a tender ſwain, 
Pray's you will not let him languiſh; 

| One kind look would eaſe his pain, 
Did you know the lad that courts 

| You ? he not long need ſue in vain; 
Prince of ſong, of dance, of {ports, 

| You ſcarce will meet his like again. 


SONG Cel. 


The MYRTLE and Ros x. 
| Sung by Mr, Vernon, Set by Mr. Worgan. 


| A T once I'm in love, with two nymphs that are 

fair | : 
and to ſweets in my garden, theſe nymphs I compare; 
Nor can ſhrub, nor can blofſom, be better than thoſe, 
Ind Jenny's my myrtle, and Chloe's my roſe. 


y Chloe is fond all her charms to to diſplay, 

"1th the roſe in her cheek, ſhe to all would be gay; 
1 all paler beauties ſhe looks down with pride, 

ad can bear net a flow'ret to grow by her fide. 


VG BB She 
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She thinks not how quickly thoſe charms will expire, 

That with May they hr came, and with ſummer te. 
tire; = a 

That pride, ſo ſoon over, is fooliſh and vain, 

And love, built on beauty, can't hold with a ſwain. 


But Jenny, my myrtle, ne'er changes her face, 
No ſeaſon nor age can her features diſplace ; 

She covets ne praiſe, nor with envy. is flung, 
She always is pleas'd, and is pleaſing and young. 


Then, Chloe, I ſudden muſt make my retreat, 
Thy roſe is too blooming, too ſhort liv'd and ſweet; 
But Jenny, thy myrtle is laſting and green, 

And all the year thro', thou the ſame {till are ſeen, 


SONG cxcv. 


HEN firſt thy ſoft lips I but civilly preſt, 
Eliza, how great was my bliſs ! 
The fatal contagion ran quick to my breaſt ; 
I loſt my poor heart with a kiis, 


And now, when ſupremely thus bleſt with your fight 
I ſcarce can my tranſports reſtrain; _ 


I wiſh, and I pant, to repeat the delight ; 
And kiſs you again and again. na cc 
5 | Yo 
In raptures I wiſh to enjoy all thoſe charms; | je bj 
Still ſtealing from favour to favour— In n 
Now, now, O ye gods! let me fly to your arms, he bl 


And kiſs you for ever and ever. 


{ 165 ] 
SONG cxcvl. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in the Beccar's Optra, 


IRGINS are like the fair flow'r in its luftre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 
Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 

| And gaudy butterflies frolic around, 


Put when once pluck'd, 'tis no longer alluring ; 

| To Covent-garden *tis ſent, as yet ſweet 

There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 
| Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 


SON G cxcvii. 
Col iN and PRO E BE. 


NJ HERE the jeſſamine ſweetens the bow'r; 

| And cowſlips adorn the gay green, 

and the roſes refreſh'd by a ſhow'r, 

| Contribute to brighten the ſcene; 

And the roſes refreſh'd by a ſhow'r, 

| Contribute to brighten the ſcene ; 

na cottage retir'd, there lives 

| Young Colin with Phœbe the fair. 

I te bleſſings each other receives, 

| In mutual enjoyments they ſhare; 

he bleſſings each other receives, 

In mutual enjoyments they ſhare: 

Ind the lads and the laſſes that dwell on the plain, 
ing in praiſe of fair Phoebe, and Colin her Swain. 


The 


„ 
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The ſweets of contentment ſupply, 
The ſplendor of grandeur and pride; 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy,. | 
While bleſt with bie beautiful bride; 
No wants, &., 1 
He wiſhes no greater delight, e 
Than to tend on his lambkins by day, 
And return to his Pheœbe at night, 
His innocent toil to repay; 
And return, &c. 
And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
They're as conſtant as Colin, who lives in the dale. 
* 
If delighted her Leaks appears, 
The fair-one partakes of his bliſs ;. 
If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his cares, 
And heals all his pains with a kiſs ? 
If dejected, &c. 
She deſpiſes the ariful deceit, 
That is practis'd in city and court; 
Thinks happineſs no where complete, 
But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort ; 
Thinks bappineſs no where complete, 
But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort : 
And lads tell the laſſes they die in deſpair, 
Unleſs they're as kind as is Phe&be the fair. 
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eoften | 
Ik him 


Ye youths who're accuſtom'd to rove, 8 anſy 
And each innocent fair one betray, hat Fats 
No longer be faithleſs in love, hat mod 
The dictates of honour obey ; * 
No ſonger be faithleſs in love, lis breaſ 
The dictates of honour obey, i loftly 
ch triffes 
MM": defer 


re deſer 
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e nymphs who with beauty are bleſt, 
With virtue improve ev'ry grace; 
he charms of the mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of the face: 
e charms of the mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thofe of the face: | 
ad ye lads and ye laſſes, whom Hymen has join'd, 
ike Colin, be conſtant, like Phoebe, be kind. 


| SONG CXCVIIN. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Ser by Mr. Worgan. 


OUNG Colin proteſts Pm his joy and delight, 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his ſight ; 
ewants to be with me where ever I go, 

he duce ſure is in him for plagueing me ſo. 

he deuce ſure is in him for plagueing me ſo, 


Is pleaſure all day is to ſit by my fide, 

e pipes and he ſings, tho? I frown and I chide; 
did him depart, but he ſmiling ſays no, 

de deuce ſure is in him for plagueing me ſo. 

te deuce ſure is in him, &c. 


eoften requeſts me his flame to relieve, 

Ik him what favour he hopes to receive; 
8anſwer's a ſigh, while in bluſhes I glow, 

ſat mortal beſide him would plague a maid ſo. 
ſtat mortal beſide him, &c. 


d ſoftly intreated I'd wear for his ſake; 
) trifles *tis eaſy enough to beſtow, 
ire deſerve more for his plagueing me ſo. 
ne deſerve more, &c. | 


1 | He 


Y 


is breaſt· knot he yeſterday brought from the wake, 


78 J 


He hands me each eve Wen the cot to the plain, 


And meets me each ndnd me again; 
But what's his > th Cit, I could know, 


For I'd (rather be magrigd then plage;diwmiach him (6, } 
For 1'd rather be. ae wen Rdn e him ſo. L 
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APPY's the 5 2 meets.returp,. 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal | barn ; 
But words are wanting to diſcover, 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover: 
Ye xegiſter's of heaven relate, 
If looking o'er the roles of fate; | 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow, 
Mary Scot, the —_ of Yarrow, 


Ah, no! her form's too heavenly fair, 
Her love the gods above muſt ſhare; | 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 

And at a diſtance do adore her; | + 
O lovely maid ! my doubts begvile, - -: 
Revive, and bleſs me with a ſmile; 

Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debarro, 

Sighing ſwain, the banks of | Yarrow, 


But huſh ye fears, I'll not deſpair, | 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 

Then 1 11 go tell her all my anguiſh, 
She's too good to let me languiſh : 

With ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy, 
The folks that dwell above the ky,” 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe of Yarrow, 
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T ALL! Grewe 1; eroiri/d with ſweet delight, | 
| Throughout thy park's diſplay'd ; | 
There nature's laviſh charms invite 
Each youth and, blooming maid ; 
To taſte the joys of rural ſhade; 1 
Where nought but love and mirth invade. iq 
Where nought, &c. 7 


Thy ranging groves of lofty trees, | 
With ſpreading ſhades repel , | | oi 
The heat of Phcebus ſultry rays, | 
There feather'd ſongſters dwell, 

lu pleaſing emblems of true love, 
Melodious warbling through the grove. 


Bach riſing hill new proſpects yields, 


And captivates the mind ; [ 
The grazing flocks, the pleaſant fields, . 
lied raptures unconfin'd; _ ? 


Far-Flora paints the verdant ſcene, 
ind decks with fragrant ſweets the green. 


various forms new beauty ſhews. 


| 
ö 
te ſilver thames glides gently by, 1 
Vith peace and plenty crown'd; | 
Is elit ring ſurface chear the eye, 1 
en oſiers mantling round; | 5 
th wanton wavings as it goes, | 
j 


om hill to dale, from dale to grove, 
fly ſplendours ſhine around ; v 
Ind, „viewing each, we fully prove, 190 
anſporting joys abound : |; 
Nile extacy inſpires the ſoul, q | 
Ind praiſing one, we e praiſe the whole, 


I 2 


HE lillies of France, and the brave Engli ch roſs, V 
Could never agree, as old hiſtory ſnows; 

But our Edwards and Henry's, thoſe Iillies have torn, 

And in their rich ſtandards fach enſigns have born; Let en 

To ſhew that old Eagland, beneath her ftrong lance, My 1: 

Has humbled the pride and the glory of France, 


What would theſe monfieur's, would they know how WM oh 


they ran, | | 
Only look at the annals of glorious queen Anne; That 
We beat them by ſea, and we beat them by land, That 
When Marlbro' and Ruſſel enjoy'd the command; : 4 
We'll beat them again boys ſo let them advance, feel, 
Old England deſpiles the inſults of France. The ; 
Then let the grand monarch aſſemble his hoſt, Chi 
And threaten invaſion to England's fair coaſt ; Of lat 


We bid them defiance fo bid them come on, 


Have at them, their buſineſs will quickly be done; A 
Monſieurs we will teach you a new Engliſh dance, Bat tee 
To our grenadiers march, which will . frighten al ſaw, 
France, * 
Let's take up our muſkets and gird on our ſwords, Cha 
And monſieurs ſhall find us as good as our words; Nad 
Beat drums and ſound trumpets, huzza to our king, Ne chu 
Then welcome Bellifle with what troops thou can W 
bring; GALS r 153 Wy 0chu 
Huzza for old England, whoſe ſtrong pointed lance, ray“ 
Shall humble the pride and the glory of-France. : A] 
| | rue 
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* y } Wal (5 — 
Sung at Ranelagh. 
THILE: beauxs to pleaſe the ladies write, 


) Or bards to get a dinner hy“ t, 
MO Their well feign'd paſſions tel, 


Let me in humble verie procla inn 
My love for hen that bears the, nage | 
Of cyarmiovg Kitty Fell. 1 | | 
Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty Fell, 
oh charming Kitty, Kitty Fell. 


That Kitty's beautiful and young, | I 
That ſhe has Cane*d, that ſhe has ſung, | | 'þ 
Alas! I know full well: : | 
| feel, and I ſhall ever feel, $4 

The dart more ſharp than pointed ſteel, < 9 
That came from Kitty Fell. Tf as We 1 
Charming Kitty, &c. 1 

Of late I hop'd, by reaſon's aid. : | 

To cure the wound which love had made, | 1 

ö And bade a long farewell: 1 
but t'other day ſhe croſs'd the green; I 
faw, I with 1 had not ſeen, 1 

My charming Kitty Fell, 1 
Charming Kitty, &c. # 
ad her why ſhe paſs'd that way, 1 
7, Wo church, ſhe ſaid -I cannot ſtay, N 
can Why don't you hear the bell? Ul 
ochurch—oh ! take me with thee there, '* 

ce, pray'd: ſhe would not hear my prayer, i 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell, L 

Cruel Kitty, &c. 
N ( 14 me | 


1 17+ ] 


And now I find 'tis all in vain, 

I live to love, and to complain, 
Condemn'd in chains to dwell ; 
For tho? ſhe caſts a rü ful eye, Ge 
In death my fault'ring _ will cry, 


Adieu! dear K itty Þ Fell 55 nn 
Charming Ful crue Kitty, 23 8. 3 ! 
Adieu, ſweet Kitty,! Kitty Fell. it 


! 1 Id 
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ENTLE ary in Pity bear, | 
GP My fiphs,” my tender fighs away; , 
To my cruel Strephon's ear, | 

All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Near ſome moſſey fountain's fide, 
Or on ſome verdant bank reclin'd; 
Where bubbling ſtreams in murmurs glide, 
You will the dear deluder find, 


Gentle gales in pity bear, 

My ſighs, my tender ſighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon' s ear, 

All my ſoft complaints convey, 


Tell the falſe one how I mourn, 

Tell him all my pains and woes; 
'Tell, ah! tell him to return, 

And bring my wounded heart repoſe, 


Gentle gales in pity bear, 

My ſighs, my tender fighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear, 

All my foft complaints convey. 
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AN the elites cliffs of. 480 ſee + Fam where ſhe 
ſtands, „ 

and her ſhrill ſwelling altoid we i obouting 

lands ; 

Of the natives free-born, and;their conquelt ſhe ſings, 

The happieſt of men, with the greateſt of kings, 


George the third ſhe proclaims, his val eo repeats, 

His undiſmay'd legions, invincible fleet 

Whom nor caſtles, or rocks, can from honour retard, 

since e'en death for their king they with ſcorn 4 
regard. 

0! but ſee a cloud burſts. and an angel appears? 

'Tis peace, lovely virgin, diſſolved in tears; 

gay, F ame, cry'd the maid, is t not time to give 
«C 0? 9 . 

« With ſieges and famine, exploſions and gore. A 


His juſt right to aſſert, that the king amply d, 
Nor his wiſdom or ſtrength can by parents abide; 
Then no longer in rage let dread thunder be burl'd, 
ut leave him to me, and give peace to the world. 


Tis done, and great George is to mercy inclia'd, 
[The bleſt word is gone forth for the good of mankiad, 
Tis the act of a Briton to beat, then to ſpare, 

And our king is a Briton—deny it whadare.. 
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* (To Hodgſ. on ad 70 pple eh RU Pens next ſmile, 
1 to all on oops 1 who have taken Bellifle; 
May they meet juſt rewafd, and with courage advance 
Still to humble the price 0 the pau pt France.) 


Charge your 2 lip kel, and dr ve health to the 


To the debe and che brineets, and mY the air ring; 
May the days of grant George be all happy and long, 
And the man be ſtill ri icht, who yet never was wrong, 


N. B. The fixth verſe 4 was ſpoken by another perſon 
on the taking of Belliſle. 
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SONG Cv. 


HEN ſnow decends; and 7 OR the fields 
In winter's bright array ; 

Touch'd by the ſun, the luſtre fades, 

And weeps itſelf away: 
When ſpring appears, when vi'lets blow, 

And ſhed a rich perfume; 
How ſoon the fragrance breathes its laſt, 

How ſhort liv'd is the bloom? 


Freſh in the morn, the fummer roſe, 
Hangs wither'd 'ere *tis noon ; 

We ſcarce enjoy the balmy gift, 
But mourn the pleaſure gone: 

With gilding fire the ev'ning ſtar, 
Streaks the autumnal ſkies; 

Shook from his ſeat, it darts away, 
Andi in an inſtant dies. 


Such 
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zich are the charms that aug: Hs. { 

And ſparlete iu the eye An "3 | 

& from 1 Fiche fo - "Rh 4 oy Em a 
The'trafifie t's races 417 1 3 N | 41 

o this the 3 as they roll 8 


Their atteſtations bring l 8 2 E 5 | | 7 

ſhey warn the fair, e Ty round. {4 

| maxed: the truth I log 0 TRL? 1 
| s ONO cœvl. 


dur rro. Sun Ly Mr. Teuducci and Mrs. Pinto, 12 
Artaxerxes. Set by Dr. Arne. 


wi. 
DälR Aurora, prythee ſtay, 9 
O retard unwelcome day, 1 
hink what anguiſh rends my breaR, 1 
hus careſſing, thus careſt; 1 | | 
rom the idol of my heart, 8 8 70 
ore'd at thy approach to part. | h ; 
Og 5 
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SURG by Mr. Tenducci in the amt. 
AT ER parted from the ſea, 


May increaſe the rivers tide, 
othe bubbling fount may flee, 
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Or thro' fertile valleys glide, | | 
Moogh in ſearch of Joſt repoſe, 1 PA 
Thro? the land 'tis free to roam; 19 5 
lit murmurs as it flows, we 
Till it reach irs native home. Wy 
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ON ccvut. 
Sung ly Me. Beard in the ſam, . ' 


EHOLD on Lethe's:diſmal firand;:-- + 
Thy father's:rroubVd image ſtandꝰ? 
In his face, what grief profound? 
See he rolls his haggard eyes. 
Hark | Revenge; Revenpe';” he cries, . 
And points to his ſtilt bleeding wound! 
Obey the call, revenge his death, 
And calm his ſoul that gave the breath. 


4 


Sung by Mr. Beard in the ſame. 


HY father l away I renounce the ſoft claim) 
Thou ſpot to my honour !--thou blaſt to my fame! 
Let juſtice the traitor to puniſhment bring; 

His father he loſt when he murther'd his king, 


SONG CCX. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto in the ſame. Set by Dr. Arne, 


A DIEU, thou lovely youth, 
Let hopes thy fears remove 
Prelerve thy faith and truth, 
But never doubt my love. 
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S O NG cx. 


Sung by Mr. Beard; i" the ſame. 


Much-lov'd fon, if deatnk 
Has ſtoln away thy vital breath, 
P11 ſhare thy hapleſs fate. 


But e're the dagger. drinks my blood 


A murther'd king at Lethe's Nw 
The tidings ſhall relate. 


8 ON "Wh cx. 
Sung by Mr. Squibb, in the ſame, 


AIR Semira, lovely maid, 
Ceaſe in pity to upbraid 
My oppreſs'd, but conſtant heart; * 
Fall ſufficient are the woes 
Which my cruel ſtars impoſe. 
Heaven, Alas! has done its part. 


SONG CCANT. 


Sung by Sig. Peretti, in Artaxerxes. 


N infancy our hopes and fears- 
Were to each other known, 
Aud friendſhip in our riper years 
Had twin'd our hearts in one. 
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Oh! clear him then, from this offence, + 
Thy love thy duty. prove, 

Reſtore him with that janocence 
Which firk inſpir'd my love. 


$ OHG 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, i» Artaxerxes. 


F o'er the cruel . 33 
A conqueſt believ'd, 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame 
Which love did firſt create, 

What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 
Which ah! I feel too much inclin'd 


To take a traitor's part. 


SONG CCXV. 
Sung by the Same, in the ſame. 


ET not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove, 
Spate a heart that's juſt expiring, 


Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Fach u 
Judt 


0 Or WI 


Hea 


Let no 
Pity 
ppare à 
| Forc 


Heav'n 
Nee 
| alas 


| Fath 


Let no 
| Pity 
dpare 
| Forc 


Tach 


E 
Fach ungentle thought ſuſpending, 


judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt, 
Nor with rancour never ending, 


| Heap freſh ſorrows on th” oppreſt. 


Let not rage thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove, 

ppare a heart that's Juſt expiring, 

| Porc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 


alas at once have loſt 
| Father, brother, lover friend. 


Let not rage thy boſom firing, 
| Pity's ſoiter claim remove, 
pare a heart that's juſt expiring, 


Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


SON G CCXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, 277 the ſame, 


LTTHEN real joy we mils, 

1 'T1s ſome degree of bliſs, 
0 reap ideal pleaſure: 

And dream of hidden treaſure, 


The ſoldier dreams of wars, 
Aud conquers without ſcars, 
The ſailor in his fleep 

Vich ſafety ploughs the deep, 


| Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend, 
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So I through fancy's aid ß T 
Enjoy my heav'nly maid 51 vor? zuogtv f 

And bleſt with thee and love, / 59119 Ai 
Am greater far than J . iq STO 


SONO CCXVIL 
Sung by the ſame in the ſame. 


O figh and complain, 
Alike b diſdain, 14-5 
Contented my wiſh to enjoy; onder | Wh 
I ſcorn to reflect 
On a lady's neglect, 
Or barter my peace for a toy. The 


In love as in war, 
I laugh at a ſcar, 
And if my proud'enemy yields, FF Ih 
The joy that remains, 1635 
Is to lead her in chains, 


And gleen the rich ſpoils of the fields. | Aw 


SONG CCXVYII. 
Sung by the ſame in the ſame, 


Let the danger of a ſon | 
O Excite vindictive ire, FT. 
The proſpect of a kingdom won, 
Should light ambition's fire. ; 
l 


LE is 


To wounded minds revenge is balm, 
With vigour they engage: 

And ſacrifice a pleaſing calm 
To a more pleaſing rage. 


SONG CCXIX.. 
Sung by Mrs, Baker, in the ſame, 


OW hard is my fate, 
How deſp'rate my tate,  _ 
When honour and virtue excite, 
To ſuffer diſtreſs, ne 
Contented to bless 
The object in whom J delight. 
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Yet amidſt all the woes 
Muy ſoal undergoes, 
| Thro* virtue's too rigid decree, 
| FI '1 ſcorn to complain 
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If the force of his pain 16 6 
Awaken his pity for me. #1 
SONG CCXX. = 

| Þ 
Sung by Mrs, Pinto, is the ſame, 5 1 
; % WY 
WE 

ONSTER away! * 
From chearful day, 1 
To the gloomy deſert fly, _— 
Paths explore | 11 4. 
| Where lions roar, i BA 
N And devouring ty gers lie. - | 
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Tho? for food 
They wade in blood, 
All to ſave their: Foubg agree x, 


Every creature, 
Fierce by natuſe 1 E. 
Harmleſs is, compar'd n to > thee. \, 
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SONG cx. 
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Sung by, the Janes ain he leu. Of 
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Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield ; 
But if the brazen trumpet ſound, 
He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field. 


S O NG CCXXIL 


URS T clouds and tempeſts roar, 
Ye rains in torrents pour, 

To quench this raging flame, . 

Let awful thunder roll, ring 


And dreadful Boreas bowl, Lor 
When I repeat her name. 4s 
| Dre 
May Sol forget to riſe, | 
Nor viſit more the ſkies, ora t. 
Till I Lucinda find: Of et 
In vain ſhall I implore o ſcat 
Kind heav'n to reſtore | An 


My love her peaceful mind. | 
| SONG 3 
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S A NG COCOT NI. 1 
BTUISO! | 74 


EE the god of day appearing, 
Gilds yon eaſtern azure ſkies, | 5 
Se the flow'rs their heads are rearing, I 0 1 
And from drowzy ſlumbers rife, 


But in hopeleſs love's ad diu ning, 

Of contentment's peaceful light, 

Vain to expect the chearfol morning, | i; 
Allis one dme night. | e 73. 
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SONG CCXXIV, 
Set by Mr. Hudſon. 
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ITHER Phoebus turn thine eyes, 
| Nor longer hide the day, 

bive light and glory tothe ſkies, | 
And blooming to the May, | b 
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Fring implores thy gentle aid, io 
To rife in liv'ry gay, g i #1 
File no rude blaſt ſhall pierce the glade, #4 
Or cool the warmth of May. 4 


Wora too invokes the pow'rs 
101 thy reviving ray, 

o ſcatter roſes ev ry hour, 

1 


[an ſcent the breath of May. 
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Come, and give to Se. 


To beauty quick convey 


That lovely excellence of face, N 
That bluiſh „hic e the We ft A 
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A favourite Duet aud Chorus, in the ; Oratorio of AA 

Jadns, Maccabzue, i e And b 

IV; 10 evi 7 (16 elfen The 

EE the conquering hero comes, The 

Sound the trumpet, beat the drums, 

Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 77 3 Away, 

Songs of triumph to him ſing. And 

Tis tr 

See the godlike youth advance, Nou 

Breathe the flutes and lead the dance, With; 

Myrtle wreaths and roſes twine And 

To deck the n brow vine. Throu, 
152 We' 


SONG ccxxvl. 


In the ſame. 

EE 

1. OVELY peace, with plenty crown'd "Rt 

Come {ſpread thy bleſüng all around, Lenhy 

Let fleecy flocks the hills adorn, Chak 

And vallies ſmile with waving corn, 

Let the ſhrill trumpet ceaſe, nor other ſound 

But nature's ſongſters wake the chearful morn. Pinter 
Joy ane 
dwellin 


and di. 
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so N G ecxxyn. 

A WAY to the woodlands away, | 

The ſhepherds are forming a ring | 7 

To dance, to dance to the honour of May, wig 
And welcome the pleaſures of ſpring, 
And welcome the pleaſures of ſpring. 


The ſhepherdeſs labours a grace, 7 0 
And ſhines in her Sunday's array, 
And bears, in the bloom of her face, T% 

The charms and the beauties of May, | | | 


The charms and the beauties of May. 


Away, to the woodlands, away, 

And join with the amorous train, 
Tis treaſon to labour to day, 

Now Cupid and Bacchus muſt reign, 
With garlands, of primroſes made, 
And crown'd with the ſweet blooming fpray, 
Tirough woodland, and meadow, and ſhade, 
We'll dance to the honour of May, 


7 ͤ Fa Syn. > 7 
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: 

EE the purple morn ariſe, 1 
Streak with red the bluſhing ſkies, "4 
Levhyr from his balmy wing, | 1 
dnakes the fragrance of the ſpring, Þ 
T7 Shakes, &e, bu 6 

0 * 

1 


IVinter's vigour now is paſt, 
joy and raptures ſmile at laſt, 14 
zwelling billows ceaſe to roar, 4 | 
ind die along the filent ſhore, 14 
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SONG CCXXIX. 


dung by Mrs. Baddely, ia As You like It. 


HEN is their mirth in heaven, 
When earthly things made even, 
Atone, atone together, 
Good Duke receive thy daughter, 
Hymen from heaven brought her, 
Yea brought her hither, 
That thou migbt'ſt join her hand with his, 
Whoſe heart within his boſom is, 


SONG ccxxx. 


EN thouſand billing birds renew, 
'The warmth that in my boſom grew, 
The warmth that in my boſom grew, 
When at my feet firſt Jemmy fell; 
But maidens muſt not kiſs and tell, 


All nature then, as now, ſeem'd pleas'd, 
The flocks were from confinement eas'd, 
From thick ſpread beach the gentle dove 
Recall'd as now the world to-love; 


As now black winter ſtorms were er, 
Thick fogs miſ-led our ſteps, no more, 
Each ſwain did then, as now, repeat 

Their home-ſpun ſports, with pipe and feet, 


Come on my fair, (ſaid he) lets go 

To where the roſe and woodbine grow, 
Where cuckoos cry, and lambkins bleat, 
And violets ſpring thine eyes to meet, 


Wi 
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What could I do, e're ſcarce fifteen, 
goainſt the ſweeteſt of the green, 

My hand I gave; what elſe befell, 
ſhough you may guess, pag not tell. 


SONG cx. 


OHEPHERD, would you 1055 to pleaſe us, | 
/ You muſt ev'ry humeur try : | 
zometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 

| Often laugh, and fometimes cry. 


oft denials are but trials 

Of the heart we wiſh to gain ! 
Tho' we're ſhy and ſeem to fly, 
ii you purſye we RY 1 in vain, 
diepherd, &C. 


SONG CCXXXII. 


dung Ly Mr. Du- Bellamy, in Mother Shipton; 


O heal the ſmart a bee had made 
Upon my Chloe's face, 
oney upon her cheek ſhe laid, 
and bade me kiſs the place. 
leas'd I obey*d, and from the wound 
Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart ; 
be honey on my lips I found, 
The Ring within my heart. 


— 
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SONG ct. 


8 {bog | 


Come, O come, with graceful air, 
Come, and drive away dull care, 
Come, and drive away; dull care. 
Care that ſuits with ſordid ds. : 
Such as fear or av'rice binds, 
Selfiſh ſullen, haman brates, 
Thoſe alone dull care beſt ſuits. 
Thoſe alone dull care belt ſuits, 


Bring with thee ſweet dimpl'd love, 
Cupid will with pleaſure rove; 
Bacchus too mult join the train, 
Bacchus prompts the jocund ſtrain ; 
Merry Momus too appear, 

Momus 1s a foe to care ; 

Let me, let me join the choir, 
Pleaſure is my ſoul's deſire. 


I'll with Bacchus toſs the glaſs, 
And with Cupid take my laſs, 
Or with waggiſh Momus laugh ; 


Thus [I'll love, and thus I'll quaff. 
Hence with all your ſober rules, 
Wretched pedants, prating fools, 
Muſty morals I deſpiſe, 

Rove and mirth can make us wiſe. 


LEASURE goddefs all divins, >. ENF 
Come, O come, my ſoul is ine 
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8 0 N 8 CCAXANIV. 
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N a vale fring'd with woodlands where grottoy 
| abound, is abb. 

And rivulets murmur; and echdes xa, 

row'd to the muſes my time and my care 

ince neither could win me the ſmiles of the fair, f 
ww'd to the muſes my time and my care, 

dince neither could win me the {mules of the fair. Fas 


s freedom inſpir'd me I raved an I ung; BY 
Ind Daphne's dear name never fell from my tongue, 1 
But if once a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 
ſhould wiſh, unawares, that my Daphne was near, 


With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd, | 
lufons to none but the nymph 1 ador'd, ; 
Ind the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, | | 
he deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind. 4 
m whilſt I the beauties of nature purſue, $2 
ſill muſt my Daphne's fair image renew, . 
he grace's have choſen with Daphne to rove, 1 
nd the muſes are all in alliance with love. | 4 


SONG cexxxv. "Fra 


\ WAKE my charmer, my Roſalind wake, 
Thy ſhepherd, thy Paridel's here; 1 
eme ſhake off thy ſlumber thou queen of my heart, TH 
And let me thy beauties revere ; 11 
And let me thy beauties revere. 


Thy 


1 
Thy deareſt companions of mirth*are alup, . 
1.0! yonder they t * the plain; 
Oh come, or they'll c he negle& of thy. vow, 
And never believe thee again; 
Oh come, or they'll chide the neglect of thy vow, 
And never believe thee again, 
And never believe thee Salt. 


Oh come, while the birds are, all NOR 
And teaching ſoft echo to ſing; 

While morning, profuſe of unparalell'd ſweets, 
Drops ſpice on the zephyr's cool wing: 

Oh! now while the {un at your window peeps in, 
And ſhoots his bold rays at thine eyes; 

Oh! now while thy ſhepherd, thy Paridel's 18 
Ariſe my dear Roſalind, riſe. 


SONG COXXXVI, 


AW you my father, | os 
Saw you my mother, 
Saw you my true love John; 
He told his only dear, | 
That he would ſoon be here, 
But he to another is gone, 


I ſaw not your father, 
I ſaw not your mother, 
But I ſaw your true love John; 
He has met with ſome delay, 
Which caus'd him to flay, 
But he will be here anon, 


Fly up, fly up, © 

My bonn grey cock, | 

Ind crow when it is day, 
Your breaſt ſhall be 

Of che beaming gold, 

nd your wings of the ſilver grey, 


The cock he prov'd falſe, 
And untrue he was, | 
Ir he crow'd an hour too ſoon ; 
The laſſie thought it day, 
So ſhe ſent her love away, 
ad it prov'd but the blink of the moon. 


SONG CCXXXYI. 


Damon. 


With a chaplet of roſes I braided my hair, 
tthe willow, ſad ſhepherd, moſt ſhadow thy brow, 
r Phillis, no longer remembers her vo. | 
the proves, with fond Colin, my ſhepherdeſs flies, 
bile Damon diſturbs the ſtil} plains with his ſighs. 


ile Damon diſturbs the ſtill plains with his fighs. 


g 


HEN Phillis was faithfol and fond as ſhe's fair, 


—_— Bethin's. | 


1 294 J 
Pats L üs. 7, 

Bethink you; fabe Damon before yoa;upbraid, 
WheniRhohe falndembkiqsshad he ſterdaꝶ ſttay d; 
"Thro' the woodland you wander'd, poor Phillis forgot, 
And drove the B7Y rambler quite home to her cot, 
But a ſwain ſo decettfal nb dainftl EAncprize, 
*Tis Phœbe, not Phillis, lays claim to your ſighs. 
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Tho? the ſweets of con entment her cott ge adori,. 


| Tho! ſhe's'freſh, as the"roſe-bud, and falr' as" the morn 
Tho? ſhe ſmiles like Pomona—Thoſe ſmiles I'd reſign 


Wou'd Phillis be faithful and deign to be mine. Sit for 
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He vow 
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On his pipe, tho? blithe Colin ſo prettily plays, 
Tho? he ſings ſechſweet ſonnets, and writes in my praiſ 
Tho? he choſe me: his-true-love laſt Valentine's day, 
When birds fat like bride-grooms, all pair'd on ti 
i init} 25th, {5 
I could drive the gay ſhepherd far far from my mind 
If Damon, the rover, were conſtant and kind. 


He bro. 
And ſal 
In my b 
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but vail 
but leay 
No mort 
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10 5: Damon, 
Fine folks, my dear Phillis, may reyel and range, 
But how fleeting the pleaſure that's founded on change 
The villagers cottage ſuch happineſs brings, 


That peaſants with pity may look upon kings. | a; 
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To the church then let's haſten our tranſports to bind 
And Phillis will always prove conſtant and kind. 


.Dawon, 
To the churdb they let's haſten oui tranſports to bind, 
ago pres a always prove con ſtant and kind; 6 
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elt ſonnets he makes on my 5040 and 1 . 
duch praiſes a boſom that's tender muſt hit; 
He vows that he'll love me for ever and aye; 
In a point that's fo critical, what can j lay. | 
| ane E 
| e brought me a garland, the ſwentoſte eier ſeen 5 
ed ſaluting me, call'd me his heart's little queen t 
h my breaſt, like a bird, I found ſomething play, 
racer n virgin then what ſhe muſt ſay. 


But vain my petition, you heed not my call, 
ut leave me unguarded, to ſtand or to fall, 
No more I'll ſolicit, no longer P11 pray, | 
et pradenc inform mein what I ſhall ſay. . 


When next he 3 with care in his 5 e. 

{ he aſks me to wed I vow I'll comply, 

itchurch he may take me for ever and aye, 
ndnd warrant you then I ſhall know What to ſay. 
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Scorn to reliſh calm delight. 
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Verdant vales, and fountains bright, Gentle 
Trees that ned on ſloping hills, 
Caves that echo tinkling rills. | 
| - .Artlefs deeds, &c. Nee, to 
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If thou canſt no charm diſcloſe, 0! to 


In the &mpleſt bud that blows, - bas Al Uthat 
Gs," forfake thy plain and fold, 


Join the crowd, and toil for gold. 


Artleſs deeds, &c. Meek ne 
1 COLQUIDH leaſure 
N Tranquil pleaſures never cloy, uin 
1 Baniſh each tumaltous jo.. de the 
1 All but love - ſor love inſpires 
Fonder wiſhes, warmer fares, 
| Artleſs deeds, & by 


Love, and all its joys be thine, 

Fer, e ere chou the reins reſign, 

4 Hear what reaſon ſeems to ſay, 
3 Hear attentive - and obey, 

1 Artleſs deeds, & 
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Crimſon leaves the rofe adorn, 
But beneath them lurks the thorn, 
Fair and flow' ry is the brake, 0 
Yet it hides the vengeful ſnake. 
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Think not ſhe who, light and vain, 


Scorns the ſheep, can love the ſwain. 
Artleſs deeds, &c. 
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let not lucre, 1011 10 t pride, W aslod 381 3 
Draw thee from ſuch charms aſide, 
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OHNN and Jenny being met. 
To make a party at piquet, 
She play'd her game with ſo . 
As captivated Johnny's heart; 
Sweet converſe he propos'd for eaſe, 
The fair reply'd, E'en as you pleaſe, | 


I 
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From this ſucceſs the youth mags bold 
His inward ſecrets to unfold 

That love had ſeiz'd his 1 breaſt, 
And Jenny all his thoughts poſſeſt, 


Muſt die if ſhe refus'd him eaſe, 


Still ſhe reply'd, Een as you pleaſe. 


Accuſtom'd to a maiden? s viles, 

He meets her unconcern with ſmiles, 
Vows that in ſpite of all her plan, 
He muſt and would be ſtill the man; 
Would in his turn begin to teaze, 
Vet ſhe reply'd, E'en as you pleaſe, 


Tis all a joke young Johnny cries, 
T read the paſſion in your eyes; 
Strait I will take the licente out, 
Ard ſee if then you'll be as ſtout: 
Either herſelf or him to eaſe, 

Still ſhe reply'd, Een as you pleaſe. 


Now, caught in midſt of all her. game, - 
Laughing, The owns bim not to blame, 
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and from a practis'd lovers ſchool, 
Gives to the man. this certain rule, id 
Would they obtain the fair wWitht ſg 1g 
Teach them to liſp, E'en as you pleaſe. 
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Woo'd Delia; but the croel dame 

Wich cold neglect return'd his fame, | 
Nor would, ,nor would the ſhepherd hear, * 
Nor would; nor would the hepherd hear. 
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For her he danc'd, 101 her he ſang, Hae da. 15 
For her his tunefal lyre he ſtrung en Tal 
To ev'ry pleaſing air; ki 
By each engaging art he firove- j 
To gain attention to his love; _ MT, bs 
But lo! ſhe would not hear. 


Tnen by her ſcorn e e -.:- MM 
Since thus my tender vows are paid, | 5 
Know that relentleſs fair, | 19 
dome other nymph I' ſtrive to fd oY 44 
"ho to my paſhon will be kind, | 
e a pitying « car. 


e i change, her heart he try'd, 14 
rival pigu'd her female pride, f'1 
The thought ſhe could not bear; 1 

by Thyrſis with ſuch haſte away ? no 4 | 

D!. day the cry'd, kind ſhepherd ſtay, : 0 
And I thy ſuit will hear, 
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1 Do as I will with my ſwain, 
He never onctli07] aw wry, e 
He _ none . me on the plain, "7 
I pleaſe him ſogelbwithn ſong? AW 307 
A fog is ah rebhont'endelights H 10 218 
He hears me waWoyallaie dayy o 
And is ſorry when.comes the dull ni gun 1 U 
That haſtens qu end om A. W won 90 bg 
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When witFplevh and with. care ſore op a 
He ue te loo m the while, 
My voice ſets his mind ſoon at reſt, 
And the ſhepherd will inſtantly ſmile, - 
Since when or in mead, or in grore . 
By his flocks, or the clear river's de, 
1 ſing my belt ſongs to my love. 
For to Wan him 3 is | ay my pie, 


No beauty had 1 to pot =: bo | 
No treaſure of nature or art. 
But my voice, that had gain'd en his e, 
Soon found our the way to his heart: 
To try if that voice would not pleaſe, 
He took me to join the gay thronſg. 
Then I bore the rich prize off a 1 
And my fame's gone 3 abroad ie my longs 


But let me not jealouſy * ' 
I wiſh to enchant bug my fy ain,- 
Enough then for me is his praiſe; 
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hen youth, wealth and 3 may fail, i, 
And ygur ſhepherds elude all your ſkill, 1 
dur ſu Setneſs of fo y Med 2 
And gain all: your ſwains to your will. 
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And Will wake het a thought on to-morrow, ; + - 


And will, waſte not eee eee 9 15 | 
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bat pleaſure's 40 are m anch aul: bn s 16 
te joys my fond heart might have-known,” * * 6 
[ could not repeat without ſo rr. 
ſhen eagerly brimm'd the briſk wine { 
ben love half conſenting was mine, er 604 i 
A whiſper cn Stay till to-morrow.” i i 
„nd 2458 6: 
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No moment of future Pl borrow © 51401 2006 . 
te cheat now I fairly denn, hn tf onto # 
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Look not for a friend i in to-morrow. = 


| catch evry ſwift-flying hour, 
| taſte ev'ry joy in my po-] . rr 7 35! 
And teach you to {mile away forraw,, + | 
love now bids beauty uh 0 nll fioguo: 
you've near to gladden your mind. 
Have nothing to do with to-morrow». 
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But fearing his paſſw'would: Ces 
She prudeatly check the foft love, 
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The beauties you faney*Pihe fit on / ay) 

Are charms of a moment, and doom'd to Perz. 
1.ove founded ſo righ Lean never ptore true, 
The Mun ee oj the paſſion dies too. 
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O — note ye heavy; reply'd the fond ſwain, 
Its laſting impreſſion will ever remain, 

Though age, like a winter, may blaſt tu) fair prime 
Yet virtue ſtill blooming, 1 Vain vigour by tie: 
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The ſtrength of my eyes, with your charms vile 
cline, 4 #1 4 

Nor gaze at a face that is . chan ase; s 

While this faithful heart, ever) true to my vow; 
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Preſerves thy dear image A bright a 'os' ow. His he 
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Then baniſh, a Phoebe, ach doubt 450 eich feu de 
That make fancy d evils like real ones appear, n ma! 
The ſwift flying moments with ardour improve, beir 


And grant the reward that! 1s due to my love; 

e god 
dender 
Retur! 


Whon 


Kind Phœbe aſſenting, belier'd the fond youth, 
Who prov'd that his paſſion was founded on truth, 
And though envious age may her beauty impair, 
Her virtue and honour will ever be fair. 
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ou would have thought an angel een dn 
oo happy nymph! Whoe er ſhe be, 


That now enjoys my, chart ming he. 236.95: 
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She's found the heart that I have jolt, | 
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beneath the faireſt fower on earth, 5 t 

\ ſnake. may hide, or take its birth; 
do his falſe. breaſt conceal it did 


His heart the ſnake that there lay bid: 
Tis fooliſh to ſay we happy are, | 4 
dince men delight thus to eaſnzre3. 1 
In man no woman can be bleſt, |, . en tt? 
heir vows. are wind, their loves at. tot art. 
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e gods, in pity.to my grief, 
dend me my Damon, Or relief; ee e 
Return the wild delicious boy, | | Js 


Vhom. once I thought my rg of 3 boy: 2 61 % 
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But whilft 'm begging of this bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you anſwer thuß; 
When Damon has Nd, bien 

Who ſees bim, YEN who loves A. dies. 
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The oy „e Ree tale, | ” 
And . Ml $, ready. Aa b make, TP. 
iſtorians, m true; 177 . Aan 0] 
How therefore ſhall 72 a road, 0 
Though diſſertation, ſong, or ode, 9 8 18 
To give you 88 new. 
51 Hon nol c alba! 
They ſay virginity ib leiter, 
As any thing in proſe or vert WEE an 
And fo is honour too: Sad 64 b 58 
The papers of the day imply, 
No more than that we live or . N 


And pay, for ſomething new. 


We ſee alike, the woeful dearth, ny 
In melancholy, or in mirth, 
Then what will ladies do; 
Seek virtue as the immortal prize: 
nl fire, be honeſt, and be wile, 
For that is ſomething new, 
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Each day on my charms to reſine, 
Each day en my” my CHAINS TO 7 ils 71 

do much of anssügel de rr ? ad od T 
That he ſwore'T wa Witte ids be- 


He ſwore I was Wei 
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Like Venus in beauty, like Jan e Wage 3 
Like Pallas moſt wonderful Ht- 
And thus of three deities; 2 75 plate? 
He purloin'd, to pleaſe me, the ies 7 wy 
e 910380 (01H 11331 2390 26, 
hut when I was mörrydz-Wvoft tödbte he found, by, 
To make me a woman ag; . 
My notions celeſtial, fo much did abound, Shot wo! g 
That a goddeſs 1 Kill would remis. K 


hut, finding that his erdtten would ceaſe, | 5 
My ſenſes at laſt were feftor'd OTE. 

from ſudlimity, gently deſcending to Pere, o T 2 
I begg'd to be low'd not i OS 55 
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le cautious, ye youths? with the nymph that 6d ie, 
Nor too much ker beauty commend; 

When once you have rais'd the fair maid to the ies, 
To the earth ſhe'II not eaſy deſcend. 
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'OVE never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy's fix'd on thee ; ; 
Nor ever maid. my Il gein, 
My Pegg ce 7 992 0 2 


Thy We br ſuch pleaſure give, 


Thy, love ſogtine a meg #0 bn&9 mn 8 A* 
Without thee I ſhall-npevas Ne ο αοiU 
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My deary if 3hau des; bn yo nn Her f 
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If fate ſhall tear thee. from my breaft,; * 121 «2 He 
How ſhall I lonely tray; _ | 
In dreary dreams the nights Ill. waſte, | Ge ſa 
| In ſighs the ſilent day: 11 No 
I ne'er can ſo much virtue finds. o sen 
Nor ſuch perfection en She 
Then Ill renounce all women Kindl. 125 
My Peggey after Ti OE] VE But, a 
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No new- blown-beauty fires: my breaſt, THY [thov 
With Cupid's raving rages; i i 1 Thi 
But thine which can ſuch ſweets 1 umpart,, 
Muſt all the world engage Pager 
*Twas this that like the morning ſun, And 
Gave joy to life and me; 15 Pre tr 
And when its deſtin'd day is done, And 
Wich Peggey let me die. 
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Ye pow'rs that ſmile on virtuous love, And 
And in ſuch pleaſures ſhare ; Her co 
You, who its faithful flames approve, And 


Wich pity view the fair: 
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Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms fo dear to me; 


Oh! never rob them from rhoſe dne, — . Ta ; 
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A beautiful damſel 1 eſp lied 70 2 1 

Her ſparkling eyes and gracefub mien, 
Made her appear like love's fair queen. | : 
Her ſparkling eyes, & c. rf S900 T6 þ a 
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She at beneath a rock juſt by, den LL 
No creature near ſhe could t) en 
To ſcreen her from the: ſultry heat. 
She choſe the ſecret bleſt retreat. | 
But, ab! at l bart & 1484 
Could then refuſe love's pointed dart; ; 
Ithooght I heard the urchin ſay, + 
This is the time, make no e JPA 


Pager I flew, at his command, | 
And took my charmer by the . 

The trembling fair was full of fear, 
And ſaid, 1 hope no harm is near ??? 


| ently claſp'd her tvely waiſt, 
And ſwore no mortal was more chaſte; 
Her coral lips I ſoftly preſt, 


And view'd her ſnowy throbbing breaſt, 


The ſmiling god 
And pierc'd rb; e 
Wich equal flame — heat 
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O feornful beauty < eber ſhall boat. 

She makes me love in van; 

The man's a fool that once is croſs d. 3 560 
If &er he loves again: N 25 
To whine or pine I never can. 
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*Tis fomething ſo heneath a A. oc 
| Todo it, no, 90 f to do it, no, no; t0 dd $n0notl- | 
* e 


— 
1 — 


cating boy qailiant-»f7 
r 0 | wi [17h bo baA 

d 200 92mg 2 hi 
ſtranger Tos lone? my b N 
Will laugh my tif W aß? bib gval 16 avol be 4 
)f darts, of hearts if e'er he od rag. i" 
» _ a penſivelfigh; O © 2 


ie Wb 38 foe: 3 72 W Nen ot di mid PAH | # 


—.— 16 112 3540 10 04119 20 wr * 1.5 I . 
To catch. . 3 bus 3 


g* Hud 1 J2 F 


break thrQugibevioy-cobweb net, 

Nor leav heart behind: "LH 5 

heir wiles ald ſmiles at once VN 0 pn Tas litt o 

And all theit Evuning try; it ol Todo o 9 

ben mußt Elanguiſh at ele fret 1281 57 10. 291d + Fe 

Freufe Tay not * on cose bus ki 
e wav gn Laid 8 1100 r Ai ver 10 


* 7 FE © Ay * 


N 1440 N59 VI 

"WA HE Phillis forbear, nor apbiaif 1. dar depp. | 
[WW Though Amyntor has-ſlighted your charms, 

Though Amyntor has lighted your, charms: hi | 

u miſtook cold reſerve for innocentijoy, -- 

And drove che dear youth from your arms, if 

And drove the dear youth from your arms. 
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ere's Daphne fits pining all a and looſe; 1% 
Yet with art ſhe firſt conquer's the wann: ; 
t the ways which had won, now 'negleRting to ule, : 
v0 Lorydon rambles again. 1 
end my dear girls and my methode purſue, 
woid ev'ry look of diſdain ;_ 
Wt need of a frown, when a ſmile will ſubdue ? 
vl Iden gild with good humour the chain. 
BY | My 
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My Damon, he toys Mithabe waids e ty days. A 
I fee 1t but ſtill know bis hearts; nig ai Au 


And conquer with innadent arts 5111 Md; 


Fatigu'd with the chace, or with buſineſs 0 ercome, 


If pettiſh by cHiah&&he: returns D 2. 


With eaſe and good nature I welcome. him home, 


And his boſom withogeattude Nen [[ 
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*, lion 9185 + 5 511 19 
uns Cilia chants the rural lay, 
What tranſports fire my breaſt, 
What tranſports fire my breaſt: 
Whene'er ſhe ſtrikes the trembling {rings 
Methinks Pm more than bleſt. 
Methinks Im more than bleſt. 


Where Celia is, no td fardid alc. 

Or ſlow pac'd tear can dwells. 1 
Celia can charm all theſe away, 

And care itſelf expel. 


As once the grove the "EN one trod, 

And tun'd the Sylvan ſtrain, 

A lark to imitate her ſtrove, 
But firove, alas l. in vain. | 


Her mattin ſong ſhe ceas'd to fangs. 
Or hail the riſing down; 

But bid adieu, in plaintive er f 1 
To e ey ry mead and lawn,-- | 
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When he cores{1ch'ry wilh that caneharmy- alp hen ! 
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To rage (poor bird) a victim fall), 
To think in vain ſhedÞ>trpfd % % 
hen ſtretchid wing; 7 and dropp'd the ſpray, oh 
Forſook the ſkies and diedo ng 21 155 pnod 207 
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OU tell me my Chloe ingonſtant is grown, © | 
That her roſes and lillies are not all her own; 1 
Vell let it be fo, *tis the ſame thing to me, 1 


por trifles like theſe we will ne'er diſagree: Pa 
r from art or from nature I care not I vow, | 
Vhile peace and good humour do ſmile on her brow. - 4 


86910-49151 | 22:0 Ot from art, & e. ih 
remember the time when my Chloe was known, 
uperior to moſt, and inferior to none; ll 
kauty Like flowers on a hot ſummer's day, 1 
0 ſooner in bloom but it falls to decay: | 

ind though ſhe be falſe, while to me its unknown, 
keep, kiſs, and love her, for what ſhe has done. 
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FAIN 1s the thin diſguiſe of art, - 

y That ſtrives to hide a lover's heart; 

0 guile, no cunning can conceal, 

The ſel f-betraying flames I feel: 

ore'd as I am at length to own, 

(hat to the world has long been known; 
ned as I am at length to'own, 1 
bat to the world has long been known. 
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My folded arms, my 827 low, 


Ny ſtarting tec n foo Oe 22121654 hoſe | 
Theſe and; a theuſumblymprome 1 iin: Js pie 
— — p? 81501 03 m make 
"Theſe and a thquiſanddymproims prdbel 189? Iwiſh x 
That — Ae nee, Gk erde 550 Þ 50 but boy 
1102 e nt bo.) 9 mow e pro1 
Then Ami, e eto Bon, I hen 
Thy ſelf a [ A 18 1830 Y fl! 36: 39 For lov 
Ds thou appt 95 88892 15 10 8 II den f 
3 185 iv bo'II 
Ah! who but * e bon eB 5 auh! 1 5 
The langhor N 15 ating Nee 10157 N25 420% 1:1 hen 
The frequetit-changes of my chee 


The fighs that from my boſom break ; 
"Theſe and a thouſdnl ſymptoms tell, 


Tis Amoret I love ſo well. | ; 

gi: bus AGO? 345! 365 . 8 
cin Mi e 201 Amal ONS eU } V 
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TY ſhe pherd is gone ſar aw Faw tains; e che 
White ia ſorrow: behind 44 forced: 8. Au 
'Tho? blue bells and vi'lets the! bedges adv, An 
Tho? trees are in bloſſom, and ſweet blows.the.t thorn; san 

No pleaſure they giye me, in vain they. gay, f 

There's nothing can pleaſe now my Jockey {5;away ; ; : Ye 
Forlorn [I fit ſinging, and this is wy. — „ Pier mui 
Haſte, haſte, to my arms my dear Jockey, again. uracts 
Haſte, haſte, to my arms my dear J Jockey again. An 


When lads and their laſſes 1 green met, VI! may 
They dance and they fing,/1they laugh and they chat, b war 
Contented and happy, with hearts fall anten 
I can't without envy Wir merriment mor - a 
ne 1 
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0 * [ C3» M ,mik bhybio) y bv 
hoſe pleaſures hadron bend not thb 

No pleaſure I reliſtthat Jocksyidan'tidare ;/ 18 after „5 
i makes me to ſigh, I fom tears ſekreelrefrainy:. T 1.0 
Iwiſh my dear jeoing ratura Ahle again. bas son | 


ut hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will'T Gefpair tür, S 1 
He promis'd he wou'd in a I 8 ee Pi be bee A 0s! 1 4 

n fond expectation my wiſhe "hf | 

for love my dear Jockey to Jang Mir halle: : 
hen farewell each cabs! 90 ach 1 | a oT | 
ho*ll then be ſo, yy r \ 

ul fing on the meadows, 19 0 0 es” Bi — 0 Fe 10175 : 1 

den Jockey returns to my arms back; , Wo 
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„ ot ayol en ry 91 1 . 
s ober the lawn young Sandy tripp*d, 1 
While kids and lambkins round him ſkipp'd, \ 


All bonny, blithe and gg; 5 
o ſweet he tun'd his pipe and reed, 
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chunt around each verdantmeady och N $3 3 
1 „ae ine end: zen be May, 17 I 
ls danch be is a* viking” Spe og ae | i 

1 s nor plaints he does n- ind, 5 aq 

et Al Five „ 1 
vr much I Fear another ne. RA 

nraQts his mind inſtead of me, UA {vl 

And cauſes a my pain. An Een, : 41:6 


i! may the maid wherec'er they meet, | 
t, i warmeſt wiſhes ftill complete, 89.49 1 
United with her r "116. 191 ; i; = 
uard the dear, boy, each ſacred power, die 3 ag © W's 
ola choiceſt bleſſing on him ſhow'r, 1 
Her life with pleaſure crown, r 
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E blitheſome, lads and laſſes Say, 


* Come liſten to my tafe; 
As Lone ev'ning ſleeping lay, 


Within the flow ry Vale: ©) 177 512 GY n 8 ; 
As I one erging fleeping bays dieb 


Within the flow y valle, 
Voung Jockey Palin through the wead, 
By chance did me sp | 
He took his bonnet off this head, 
And gently ſar'dowh by. THOQ? 


The ſwain though I molt dearly prix . 
Yet now I would not know, 

But with a frown my face rande 
And ſtrove away to go: 

But fond ly he ſtill nearer preſt, | 

And at my feet did lye ; 

His beating heart it chump'd ſo faſt, 

I thought the lad would die, 


But, ftill reſolving to deny, 
(The ſurer him to gain) 

I bid the love-ſick ſockey fly, 
In words of high diſdain : 

He left me never to return, 
And to young Jenny flew ; 

While my folly daily mourn, 
For ſlighting one ſo true. 
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| The daiſy and coydlip: APpRarful 1nd. 25, 
he flocks as they careleſsly feed, 

Rejoice in the ſpring of the er! 515 14 
he myrtles that ſhade the gay bow?rs, | 3 vi 5 
The herbage that ſprings from the ſad, - i | 1 
res, plants, cooling fruits, and ſweet flow'rs, 1 
All rife to the praiſe of my God. | | 
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hall man, the great maſter of all, "=P 10 
The only inſenſible prove, | 
orbid it, fair gratitude? s call, 

Forbid 1t devotion and love. 
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he Lord, who ſuch wonders ol raiſe, 
And ſtill can deftroy with a nod, 

ly lips ſhall inteſſantly praiſe, _ 

My ſoul ſhall be wrapt in my God. 
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AIRES T iſle all iſles excelling, 
Seat of pleaſure and of love, 
enus here will chuſe her dwelling, 
And forſake her Cyprian grove, 
pid from his favourite nation, 
Care and envy will remove, 
louſy that poiſons paſſion, 


T deſpair that dies for love. 
Gentle 


—— 0 2 
Soft | 
pains you prove. 
Ev'ry 


— 
And, as theſe excel in beauty, 
Theſe ſhall be renown'd — 
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ELL me no more of pointed darts, 
Of flaming eyes and bleeding hearts, 
The hyperboles of love ; 
The hyperboles of love. 
Be honeſt to yourſelf and me, 
Speak truly what you hear and ſee, 
And then your ſuit may move, 
And then your ſuit may move, 


Why call me angel ? why divine ? 
Why muſt my eyes the ſtars outſhine ? 
Can ſuch-deceit prevail? 
For ſhame, forbear this common rule; 
*Tis low, tis inſult ; calls me fool; 
With me twill always fail, | 


Would you obtain an honeſt heart, 

Addreſs my nobler, better part ; 
Pay homage to my mind : 

The pafling hour brings on the day, 

And beauty quickly fades away, 
Nor leaves a roſe behina, 
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et then your open mani ſenſor erm gigs; 

[he moral ornaments diſpenſes af woiti wn; "ig" 
And to my worth he tenel'/ hw lia 

o may your ſuit itſelf indear , tt 4H — 4 
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ot for the charms you ſaꝝ l nen. om hes bar” oþ i 
But thoſe I find in you. ae, 0 "I 1 
4 HT F v7 1 . LE t Y 
of 45 . 7 7 
s NG rar er 
N tree-top'd Hill, or turfted green, 1 
} While yet Aurora's veſt is os | 


nile yet Aurora's velt is ſeen; 


fore the ſun has left the ſea, . _,.;,. 5 5 | 
et the freſh morning breathe on me, IE Oi ; 
et the freſh morning breathe on me. _ 
o forze-blown heath, or paſture e r . 
ho thou my happy footſteps lead, © 4 ö 


hen ſhew me to the pleaſing ſtream, 
which, at night, ſo oft 1 dream. 


Knight the mazy wood Inu tread, od 
Vith autumn-leaves and dry moſs ſpread, 63 
Ind cooling fruits for thee prepare, - 
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or ſure, I think thou wilt be there. | 

| birds begin their evening ſong, 5 | 

ith thee the time ſeems never long; 139 6 

) let us ſpeak our love that's hs | 5 | 

ad count how long it has to laſt. if 

ll fay eternally, and thou SA] I b 9 | 
halt only look as kind as now; 9 Fo 


ac no more, for that affords 
hat is not in the force of words. 
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SONG CLXIII. I 

| | In tra 

EAR the fide of a ſtream there liv'd a your : 
maid, | : oy 

As beauteous as damſel could be, hrt 
And when with the laſſes ſhe frolick'd and play'd, 1 


No lambkin more blitheſome than ſhe, 
No lambkin more blitheſome than ſhe. 


Her eyes were like ſloes, and her boſom as white, 


As ſnow-cover'd mountains are ſeen : 
Each charm and each grove that could paſſion excit 
Were found in fair Kate of the green, 
Were found in fair Kate of the green. 


Young Jockey, who pip'd on the neighb'ring plain, 
Oft tempted the fair one abroad. 

And ſtill as he play'd her each raviſhing ſtrain, 
A kiſs was the ſhepherd's reward, 

Then fighing he'd praiſe, in ſoft accents of love, 
Her delicate ſhape and her mein, 

And ſwore that no power his paſſion coald move, Sy 
His paſſion for Kate of the green, 


The nymph oft had heard the deceits of the men, 
How cruel their love, and how baſe, 10 
And vow'd to her lover, again, and again, 
No ſhepherd ſhould work her diſgrace : 
She told him how Suſan was left in the lurch, 
How knaviſh young Colin had been, 
Then talk'd of the wedding, the parſon and chut 
So prudent was Kate of the green. 
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The ſwain, who in ſilence, had heard all her vows, 
Well pleas'd with the proſpect of bliſs, 

lu tranſport, proteſted he'd make her his ſpouſe, 
And ſeal'd her conſent with a kiſs. 1 * 

o church with their neighbours together they hied, #4 

So pleaſing a fight ſearce was ſeen, Tp 

\ bridegroom ſo happy, fo pleaſing a bride, 
As Jockey and Kate of the green, 
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HILST Strephon on fair Chloe hung, 
And gently woo'd and ſweetly ſung, 

he nymph in a diſdainful air, 

Thus ſmiling, mock'd the ſhepherd's care. 
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Swain I know that you diſcover . 
In my form a thouſand charms, | 

Can you point me out a lover 
Worthy my encircling arms : 

Boy no more approach my beauty, 
Till you equal merit boait, 

To adore me 1s a duty; 3 7 
Thouſands witneſs to their coſt. | 
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tung to the heart, the redd' ning ſwain, 1 
hn the vain maid retorts again, | 
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hut 
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AIR. 

Fooliſh creature, did each feature, 1 7 
Bloom beyond the pride of nature, V 
Artful feigning, coy, diſdaining, he ſo 

Vain coquette deſtroys them all. ſhe un 
Go o'er-bearing, proud, inſnaring, W2ins 
Lay a thouſand fops deſparing, ome a 
Then complying, fighing, dying, 

To ſome foo] a victim fall. | Fü g. 


Nymphs, like you, whilſt they're deceiving, Wo ip;i 
Angels all in front appear, 

Bat the ſot their arts believing, 
Finds the devil in the rear. 
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WEET thruſh that makes the vernal year 
Sweeter than Flora can appear, 
As Philomel attends thy Jay, 
She envies the return of day: 
The tuneful lyre and ſwelling flute, 
At thy rich warbling ſhall be mute, 
Vocal minſtrel, thy ſoft lay 
Treaſures up and ends the May. 


Hark how the blackbird wooes his love, 
The ſkill'd mufician of the grove, 

On thorn as perch'd, he nobly ſings, 
A cadence for the ear of kings ; 
Sublime and gay, ſoft and ſerene, 

A virginal to hail a queen, 
Nature's muſic thus improves, 

All the graces and the loves. 
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ARM ſouthern gales and vernal ſhow's, 
Each iandſgip fill'd with herbs and flow'rs, 
The ſoreſt, meadow, hill and dale, 

The univerial bounty hail : 

wains and nymphs with roundelay, 

ome and join the vocal ſpray. 


rü gleeful notes your voices raiſe, 
0 ipring in ſoags of boundleſs praiſe. 
Wich gleeful notes, &c. 
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\ MIDST my admirers when Damon appears, | 
How great is the contraſt to their foppiſh airs, 5 
ow great is the contraſt to their foppiſh airs: 10 
dod ſenſe and good nature beam forth in his ſace, 
Ind dignity o'er all his form adds a grace; 5 
00d ſenſe and good nature beam. forth in his face, 1 
nd dignity o' er all his form adds a grace, _ +: 
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le's handſome, polite; his wit eaſy and free; WI 
heir talk's only nonſenſe, or pert repartee; Ws 
heir flatt'ry unmeaning, no charms can impart, 
le praiſes my form, but makes love to my heart. 


k » Ll 
he lame of thoſe lovers, ſo trifling and gay, 0 0 
ould be mighty inſipid, or ſoon would decay, „ 
ut he loves with paſſion then blame me who can, las 
| glory in owning that Damon's the man. | 
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OLLOW a ſhadow, ſtill it flies you, 


Seem to fly, 1t will purſue, 

So court a miſtreſs, ſhe denies you, 
Let her alone, and ſhe?ll court you; 
Let her alone, and ſhe'll court you; 
Let her alone, and ſhe*!l court you. 


Say, are not women truly then 
Stil'd but ſhadows of us men? 
Say, are not women truly then 
Stil'd but ſhadows of us men? 


At morn ; and ev'ning ſhades are > longeſt; 
At noon they're ſhort, or none; 
So men at weakeſt, they are ſtrongeſt, 


'But Hp us perlecl, they're unknown. 


Say, & 
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H! could the various pow'r of ſound 


5 Point out a lover's anguiſn; 


Then wou'd the notes with life rebound, 
Then would they ſprightly languiſh: 
Well may the ſprightly fife declare 
Hope, and the ſofter lute 90 8. 
Now let notes with life reboun 
Now let them ſweetly languiſn. 
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Thus with my heart, when Delia ſmiles, 
Soon it exults with pleaſure, _ 

dit when ſhe frowns obedient ſtill, 

[ ſeek a ſofter meaſure: 

Oh! would you with me ſympathize, 
Vatch but the motions of her eyes, 

OW, & c. 
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AN lovely Delia ſtill perſiſt 
To fly purſuing love, 
| To fly purſuing love ? 
(an ſhe my paſſion ſtill reſiſt, 
| And always ſcornful prove? 
And always ſcornful prove ? 


Wich ſigh and tears I told my tale, 
| And did it oft repeat; 

hat ſighs and tears will not avail, 
She all my hopes defeat. 


Pity my fate, ye pow'rs above, 
Relax the fair one's heart, 
And grant that Delia may in love 
With Corydon bear a part. 


SONG CCLXAL 


AIL politeneſs, pow'r divine, 
Pleas'd we bend before thy ſhrine, 
studious of the true bon ton, 

Lovers of the Cotillon. 


L 4 Flaunting 


Hail politeneſs, &c. 
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Flaunting belles, and powder'd beauxs, 
Houſe-wives dreſt in Sundays cloaths, 
Spruce mechanics, old and young, 
Learn to dance the cotillon. 


Lawyers, doctors, leave their fees, 
Careful but to dance with eaſe, 
Nimbly how they trip along, 

In the charming cotillon. 


High and low, and rich and poor, 
Think on humble joys no more, 
All with danciag madneſs ſtun 
Doat upon the cotillon. | 


Bath and Tunbridge wells, adieu! 
Now no more we think on you; 
True politeneſs is our own, 

Since we've learn'd the cotillon. 


SONG CCLXXII. 


INCE ev'ry charm on earth's combin'd 
x 3 In Chloe's face, in Chloe's mind, 
Why was I born, ye gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my liberty? 
Why was I born, ye gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my liberty 2 


Until that fatal hapleſs day, 

My life was lively, blithe, and gay, 
] toy'd with ev'ry nymph but thee, 
Who robb'ſt me of my liberty. 
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\ink then, dear Chloe, e're too late, 
dat death mult be my hapleſs fate, 
love and you do not agree 

o ſet my heart at liberty. 


ow to the darkſome woods I rove,. 
eledt ing on the pains of love, 
id envy ev'ry clown I ſee 


joy the ſweets of liberty. 


hen follow Hymen's happy rien by 

nd ev'ry idle care diſdain, oi 9! . 
he live in ſweet tranquility, 1 ks 
« wiſh for greater liberty. ct: 7 


nt ry ed: 
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HOUGHTFUL nights, and reſtleſs waking ! 
Oh! the pains that we endure ! 

ken faith, unkind, forſaking, 

ier doubting, never ſure. 

er doubting, never ſure. . 


pes deceiving, vain endeavours, 

What a race has Tove to men, 

le proteſting, fleeting favours, 
''ry, ev'ry way unde ne. 


| complaing, and defending, 

oth to love, yet net agre:, 

ns tormentin x, paſſions rending, 
hb! the pan 55 of jealouſy ! 
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From ſuch painful ways of living, 

Oh! how ſweet could love be free! 
Still preſenting, ſtill receiving, 
Fierce, immortal ecſtacy. 


SONG CCLXXIV. 


YE gentle gales that fan the air, 
And wanton in the ſhady grove, 
Oh whiſper to my abſent fair, 
My ſecret pain and endleſs love. 


When at the ſultry heat of day, 
She'll ſeek ſome ſhady cool retreat, 
Throw ſpicy odours in her way, 
And ſcatter roſes at her feet. 


And when ſhe ſees their colours fade, 
And all their pride neglected lie, 
Let that inſtruct the charming maid, 
That ſweets not gather'd timely die. 


And when ſhe lays her down to reſt, 

Let ſome auſpicious virgin ſhew 

Who 'tis that love's Camilla beſt, 
And what for her Pd undergo. 


SON G CCLXXV. 


PRING returns, the fauns advance, 
Leading on the ſprightly dance ; 
Leading on the ſprightly dance ; 
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O'er the fallow, o'er the glade, | 1 
Thro' the ſunſhine, thro? the ſhade ; | | 
Whilſt I forlorn, and penſive ſtill, 

zit ſighing for my daffodil. 


dee the wonton nymphs appear, 1 94 
Smiling all, as ſmiles the year; Hol 
Sporting, print wher're they tread, 0 
Daiſy ground, or primroſe bed. 


Now the ſwain, with wat'ry ſhoe, 
Bruſhes by the morning dew, 
With officious love to bear 
Freſh-blown cowſlips to his fair. 


Gentle nymphs, forſake the mead, 11 
To my love for pity plead ; 1 

bo, ye ſwains, and ſeek the fair, +, 
his my laſt petition bear, al 


dweeteſt maid that e'er was ſeen 
Vance at wake, or trip the green, N 
dee a love- ſick ſighing ſwain; $f 
Hear my vows, relieve my pain, WY Wo. 
Or with your frowns, for pity kill! | 
Too charming, cruel daffodil ! 


SONG CCLXXVI. N 1 


HO? his paſſion in ſilence the youth wou'd con- 
ceal, 

What his tongue will not utter, his eyes ſtill reveal, 

What his tongue will not utter, his eyes ſtill reveal; "8 

and by ſoft ſtola glances unwillingly prove, Mat 

That they are but tell-tales of Celadon's love, | 0 

That they are but tell-tales of Celadon's love. — 
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To the prove, to the green, to the dance, to the fair, 
Wherever I go my blithe ſhepherd is there; | 
I know the fond youth by his bluſh, by his ſmile, 
And ſurely ſuch looks were not meant to beguile. 


Ah, i 
She's 
She u 


Tho? indiff'rent the ſubject, whatever it prove, 
He inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love; 

If hetalks to another, with pleaſure I ſee 
Though his words are to her, yet his looks are to me, 


Sometimes I command him his ſpeech to refrain ; Wh 
But, alas! my refolves, I command it in vain, * 
For when the dear theme he'll no longer purſue, \ 

I forget my commands, and reſume it anew. 0 
| ome 
When he talks, if alone, I am ever in fear y f 
He ä {peak what J dread, and yet wiſh moſt te TR F 

ear; 
Should he mention his love, though my pride would 5 
Aen. 5 EY | ſoug 
My heart whiſpers, Czlia, fond Cælia comply. 5 
| In the 
3 
SONG CCLXXVIL ped 
but ru 
AY zephyr what mufic enchants the gay plains, 1 
As ſoft and as ſweet as the nightingales ſtrains; 

My heart it goes pitty-pattee, with a bound, And a 
| And cently tranſported, beats time to the ſound, V 
O ſay is it Sappho that touches the ſtrings, The rc 
And ſome ſong of the ſyrens you bear on your wings, ly 
Sound zephyr, and whiſper diſtinctly the lays, Good. 
Tis Belinda that ſings, tis Belinda that plays. \ 
Tis Belinda that fings, *tis Belinda that plays. How e 
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Ah, ſwains, if you value your freedom, beware, 
She's fair and inconſtant, and thus with her art, 


She will ravith your ears and inveigle your heart. 
Da Capo. 


80 NG CCLXXVIII. 
3 all ye nymphs and ye ſwains of the 


reen, 
For ont have rov'd the plains round ; 

Whole months I've been prying, and now I have ſeen 
Where ſmiling content's to be found, 
Where ſmiling content's to be found, 

Come quickly with me, and I'll ſhew you the way, 
To the ſpot where he choſe his retreat; 

You muſt fly from theſe plains to be eaſy and gay, 
And near him muſt take up your ſeat, 
And near him muſt take up your ſear. 


| ſought him *mongſt crowds, and in each gaudy place, 
But thoſe were the manſions of care ; 

In the palace of greatneſs unknown was his face, 
Contentment had never been there: 

hied me to roofs that invited to joys, 
Hope tempted me thither to rove ; 

but rude was their wit, and their pleaſure was noiſe, 
Though they beckon'd to peace and to love. 


And at laſt near a brook, to a cottage I ſtray'd, 
With a few ſimple ſheep on the green; | 
The roſe and the woodbine their ſweetneſs diſplay'd, 
4, Nat plenty but health bleſt the ſcene : 3 
Cood-nature appear'd and unlatch'd me the door, 
Nor knew what my coming there meant; 
How great my ſurprize! here my ſearch was all o'er, 
| He told me his name was Content, 
F' ®$ SONG 
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SONG -CCEXXIS. 


HIiLLIS, the goddeſs of the plain, 


Admir'd by ev'ry youthful ſwain, 
Who us'd to laugh at Cupid's dart, 
And ſcorn each captivated heart; 

Who us'd to laugh at Cupid's dart, 
And ſcorn each captivated heart: 

To Strephon now hath given her own, 
And ſilent doth its muſe bemoan, 


Though now *tis paſt, there was a time, 


When I lov'd her as ſhe loves him; 
But when I knelt and told my pain, 
With frowns ſhe ſent me back again, 
And told me each returning day, 
Would help to wear the chains away, 


Since now dear Phillis thou art caught, 
Pray uſe the precepts you have taught; 

Convince me that your charms decay, 
As each new hour rolls away; 

Then I your dictates will purſue, 

And die content as well as you. 


SONG CCLXXX. 


LEST with thee, my ſoul's dear treaſure, 

Sweetly will each hour be paſs'd; 
Ev'ry day will bring new pleaſure, 
And be happier than the laſt. 


a” 
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With ſo lov'd a partner talking, 
Time will quickly glide away; 

With ſo dear a huſband walking, 
Nature does each bloom diſplay, 


Such a darling ſwain poſſeſſing, 7 4 
All my ſorrows will be o'er; 17 

Thou art fortune's utmoſt bleſſing, Wy 
Fortune cannot give me more. 


SONG CCLXXXI. 
ary fond ſhepherd how fleeting the plea- 


ſure, #4 
That flatters our hope in purſuit of the fair ; | 0 
The joys that attend it by moments we meaſure, | 
But life is too little to meaſure our care. | 1 


SONG . CCEXXXII, 


1 Strephon, yes; theſe charms muſt fade, 195 
As does the pride of May; Ml 
duch fate attends the faireſt maid, 10 4 
Poor ſovereign of a day, ſe. 
Poor ſovereign of a day: $18 
Warn'd by the roſes haſty fall, 9 
[ know my longeſt reign; ; 
Yet, for that pow'r I can't recall, | 
Pl ſcorn to feel a pain. | 


Then know, falſe man, thy ſubtleſt arts, 4M 
Shall ne'er my ſoul betray, 0 þ 

Nor fear, of what old age may bring, | 
Enſlave my heart a day; 


True 
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True were my beauty all my boaſt, 
Since that will paſs ſo ſoon, 
Twere not amiſs in you to aſk, 
Or me to grant the bocn. 


But ſped with wiſdom's friendly aid, 
| aſk no happier ſtate; 
Should Chloe live and die a maid, 
Is that a curſe ſo great? | 
No Strephon, no; I've yet one charm, 
When all the reſt are ſpent, 
Shall of its cares e'en age diſarm, 
is virtue, with content. 
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SONG CCLXXXIII. 


T OW pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the 


Plains, 183 
And brightens the ſmiles of the nymphs and the lt ev 
ſwains, 5 af 


ogeth 


As they follow the toils with a dance and a ſong, . 


As they follow the toils with a dance and a ſong. 
Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 


Hence 


Bleak winter's approach they behold without ſear, il he 
Bleak winter's approach they behold without fear. Like 
And when tempeſts rattle and hurricanes roar, Both fe 
Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſh for more. Poth w 
Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, bod 
And uſe ev'ry moment of life as it flies; die hu! 
Gay youth is the ſpring-time which all muſt improve, ie doa 
For ſummer to ripen a harveſt of love: Thu: 
hey v 

Oo {Wie ma 
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gur hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 

To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age; 
Vhoſe frowns ſhall diſarm even Chloe's bright eye, 
Damp the flame in my boſom, and pall ev'ry joy. 


SONG CCLXXXIV, 


TOUNG Dorilas, an artleſs ſwain, 
And Daphne, pride of weſtern plain, 
Their flocks together drove, 
Their flocks together drove: 
ay youth ſat blooming on his face, 
She no leſs ſhone with ev'ry grace, 
Vet neither thought of love, 
Yet neither thought of love. 


Vith equal joy each morn they meet; 

At mid-day, ſeek the ſame retreat, 
And ſhelter in one grove; 

t ev'ning haunt the ſelf-ſame walk, 
ogether innocently talk, 
But not a word of love. 


Hence mutual friendſhip firmly grew, 
ih heart to heart ſpontaneous flew, | 
Like bill to bill of dove; 

both fee] the flame wiich both conceal, 

Loth wiſh the other would reveal, 

Yet neither ſpeaks of love. 


die hung with rapture o'er his ſenſe; 
ne doated on ker innocence ; 
Thus each did each approve. 
hey vow'd, and all their vows obſerv'd; 
he maid was true, the ſwain ne'er ſwerv'd, 
Then ev'ry word was love, 


SONG 
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8ON G cclxxxv. 


9 FAWAS when the ſeas were roaring, 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 


A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock ieclin'd : 

Wide o'er the foaming billows, 
She caſt a wiſhful look; 

Her head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. 


Twelve months were gone and over, 


And nine long tedious days; 
Way didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas: 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 
And let my lover reſt; | 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt. 


The merchant robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts with deſpair; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure, 
To loſing of my dear: 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and di'monds grow; 
You'll 6nd a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature, 
Has nothing made in vain 
Why then, beneath the water, 
Do hideous rocks remain: 
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o eyes the rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep; 
o wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


hus melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear; 
3 each blaſt with ſighing, 
ach billow with a tear; 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpy'd ; 
Then like a lilly drooping, 
She bow'd her head, and dy'd. 


a 44 


ſmart? 

What Lethe can baniſh the pain? 

hat care can be met with, to ſoothe the fond heart, 
That's broke by a faithleſs young ſwain. 


In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try, 
The ſports of the wake and the green; 

hen Colin is dancing, I ſay with a ſigh, 
'Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


hen to the pale moon the ſoft nightingale's moan, 
In accents ſo piercing and clear; 8 
ou ſing not ſo ſweetly, I cry with a groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here. 


A garland 


HAT med'cine can ſoften the boſom's keen 


e 
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A garland of willow my temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye nymphs, from yon grove; 
For there, to her coſt, was poor Laura betray'd, 
And Damon pretended to Jove. 


SONG CCLXXXVIL. 


E who a virgin's heart would win, 
By ſoft approaches muſt begin; 

Muſt gently ſigh, muſt gently ſigh, 
And each endeav'ring art muſt try: 
If Cupid's ſavour'd golden dart, 
Should then trans fix her yielding heart; 
Each gentle look, each ſympathy, 
Shall echo back with ſympathy, 


But what avails a heart to gain, 

Unleſs the conqueſt we maintain; 
Implore we then, the heav'nly pow'rs, 
How but to keep the conqueſt ours: 
Lit! lit! what murmors here incline; 
*Tis Hymen! Mark the voice divine 
Know, mortals, I alone can prove, 
The ſtrong attradive charms to love. 


SONG CCLXXXVIII. 


ONG young Jockey toy'd and ſported, 
Long he try'd each wining art, 

Long with ſilent glances courted, 
re he won my witleſs heart; 


Shall eccho, Kc. 
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oft he preſs'd my hand, too yielding, 
Oft he kiſs'd, and oft he ſmil'd; 

No reſerve my boſom ſhielding, 
Chloe's heart he ſoon beguil'd ; 


But when he my inclination 

Had ſubdu'd, the faithleſs ſwain ; 
Can ye hear it maids with patience ; 
Soon too ſoon forſakes the plain. 


Leaving the maid a prey to young Cupid, 

Whoſe only fault was her ſeeming tpo kind ; 

arely the youth was grown very ſtupid, 

To think that the ſting would remain long behind; 
Tell me ye ſwains, tell me ye ſwains, 
Could you do ſo, would you do ſo, 
Could you, would you, would you, could you, 

Would you have ſerv'd a maiden ſo. 


don as I had loſt my lover, 70 
Fool! I ſate me down and cry'd; 1 

Rail'd at fate, and curs'd the rover, * 3 
Sigh'd and ſobb'd, and ſobb'd and ſigh'd; ny 


Ino breakfaſt ate nor dinner, 
Supperleſs I went to bed; 

Ja loſer, he no winner, 

Till a thought came in my head: 


hy ſhould I, my bloom deſtroying, [ | 
Vex and teize my ſoul away : | ! 
No,—the gift of life enjoying, 

I will taſte the ſweets of May. 
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Juſt as the roſe, the bee flying from her, 


Bluſhes and buſtles at every wind: 


So Cloe's reſolv'd to laugh thro? the ſummer, 
To ev'ry new ſwain to be gentle and kind, 


Tell me, ye maids, tell me, ye maids, 
Could you do ſo, would you do fo ? 


Could you, would you, would you, could you. 
Would not you have ſerv'd the rover ſo? 


8s ON G CCLXXXIX. 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam, 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 

To wanton in the winding ſtream, 

And kiſs reflected light; 
To court's begone, heart-ſoothing ſleep, 

Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep, 

With Kate of Aberdeen, 

With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May; 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen, 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 

And rouſe yon nodding grove, 
Till new wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love; 
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At her approach the lark miſtakes, 

And quits the new-dreſs'd green, 

Fond birds, 'tis not the morning breaks, 
'Tis Kate of Aberdeen. | 1288 


Now, blithſome o' er the dewy mead, 
Where el'ves diſportive play, 
The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay; 
Till May in morning- robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 
The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 


$O NG CCXC. 


WHAT though the blooming genial year, 
In all its beaut'ous pomp appear, 

What though each bluſhing border riſe, 

And primroſe with the vi'let vies; 

Though gay green mantle ſhade the trees, 
Without Amyntor, what are theſe ? 

Without Amyntor, &c. 


What though the cuckow from the grove, 
Proclaim the ſpring the time for love, 

What though the thrilling lark aſcend, 

And make each rural ſwain his friend, 

Though thruſh and blackbird ſtrive to pleaſe— 
Without Amyntor, what are theſe ? 


Though ſhepherds, each in tender tale, 
Proteſt me faireſt of the vale, 


What 
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And like the morn be gay, "I * OIL 
And like the morn be gay, ** 
See how Aurora ſmiles on ſprilg. 
See how the larks ariſe and aug; 

To hail the infant day, 
To hail the infant day. 
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Moſic ſhall wake the morn—the day 
Shall roll unheeded as we play, 

In wiles impell'd by love: : 
When weary, we will deign to reſt, 
Alternate on each other's breaſt, t, 

While Cupid guards the grove, 


PENS YE, 


What prince can boaſt more happineſs, 
Than I (poſſeſſing thee) poſſeſs ; i 
All care is baniſh'd hence, 
Say, mortals, who our deeds deſpiſe, HF 

In whatſuperior pleaſure lies, 
Than love and i innocence. 


8 0 N 6 coxent.. 


FOM filent Bades and the Elyfab groves, 
Where ſad departed ſpirits mourn their loves; 

m cryſtal ſtreams, and from the country where 
Jove crowns the fields with flow'rets all the year: 


Pol 


4 24r J 

oor ſenſcleſs Befs, cloath'd in rags and folly, 
þ come to cure her love- ſiek melancholy : 

Bright Cynthia kept her revels lace, 

While Mab, the fairy queen did Aide 
And Oberon did fit in ſtate, 
When Mars at Venus ran his lance. 

In yonder cowflip lies my dear, 
htomb'd in ligaid gems of dew ; 
Each day PH water it with a tear, 
Is fading bloſſom to renew. 
or, ſince my love is dead, 
ind all my joys are gone, 

Poor Beſs, fr his ſake, 
A garland will make, 

My muſic ſhall be a groan: 
ll lay me down and die within ſome hollow tree, 
The raven and cat, the owl and bat, 
dall warble forth my elegy ; 
Did you not ſee my love as he pafs'd by you, 
His two flaming eyes, if he come nigh you 
[hey will ſcorch up your hearts. 
Ladies, beware ye, 
et he ſhould dart a glance that may enſnare ye; 
Hark! hark! I hear old Charon bawl, 
is boat he will no longer ſtay; 
The furies laſh their whips and call, 
ome, come away, come, come away: 


Ince the world is ſa mad ſhe can hope for no cure, 
for love's grown a bubble, a ſhadow, a name, 
Mich fools do admireand wiſe men endure. 
Cold and hungry am I grown, 

ndroſia will 10 vpon, 


M Drink 


Foor Beſs will return to the place whence ſhe came, 
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Are 17 975 = ations by by whas AM ang Wha 
Are not the att 905 by which I am caught; 


Good-nature, 800d. -fenſe, and ap honeſt free mind, 
Are perfections in woman to which I'm inclin'd, 


Ace perfections in woman to which In icin. 

Te 
For a time beauty charms, pr ſa certain is age, Te 
That who with a beauty, alone would engage, ad the 
Since time ſpreads a veil o'er the brighteſt of eyes, Con, 
And a face is a flower that bloſſoms and dies, 1 
Come 
Then Venus begone with your artful decoy, 3 Come 

Which like ſyrens do tempt, and like ſyrens deſtronf © 
*Tis friendſhip and virtue I ſeek in a wife, liefs, 

Whom I'd love and careſs ev'ry day, of ay þ life. Born 
ere nc 
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HIS cold flinty heart it is you who = warm'd Whic 

You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm' ave no 

You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd; But as 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon | ſtrove, 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love, eaſon i 

Sweet paſſion, ſweet pation, ſweet paſſion of love. Zut ] 
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he froſt nips the buds and W rofe Cannot Blow, 
From youth that 18 fröſt -i r 
yum to Him büt æ deſert Wilk Pf? 
What's life with8dt paflion,” Wet pafflon of love? 


be ſpring ſhould be Warm, the you ſeaſon be gay, 
Her birds te ac red Rake blitheſome ſweet 
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oY What's Ife without paflion, Fveer Paſſion oF love. 
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JHEBUS, meaner themes diſdaining, 
To the lyriſt's call repair, 
To the lyriſt's call repair; + 
nd the rings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh fair; 
nd the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh fair, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſn fair, 


liefs, throughout the land victorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, 
ere not gallant, were not glorious, 
Till commanded by the fair. 


l the works of worth or merit, 

Which the ſons of art prepare: 

i ve no cant life, or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd from the fair. 


aſon'ts as weak hs paſſion, 
But, if you for truth declare, 
oth and manhood are the faihion, 
Favour'd by the Britiſh fair. | 
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{, The, Conroe, ador'd her, the belles cry'd he 
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Yet viewing he mind, y you forgot her fair face. 
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wWesltl. Plestoteehüdnks ſollicit in vad; 
The ſoldier boaſts honour! the merchant his gain; 
But ſuch gay deluſions at diſtance were thrown, 
She ages for a Hefrt might equal her own, 
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At length our Zelinda received the Wen dart; 
She ſaw it was levell'd, nor guarded Rer heart; 
To honour, to virtue, the gave up the field, 
0 merit, like Strephon's, 'twas glory to yield I bere' 


Now ſcap'd from the ſplendour and follies of life, 
The title ſhe” boaſts.” is the title of wiſe; | 

Her utmoſt zmbition's to pleaſe her fond youth, Well pi 
bey Bve, and a are leſt i in the verges 1 brow Iſt at t 


but oh! 
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row much ſuperĩor beauty net Nie ſto 
The coldeſt bofoms find, 15765 ind wa 

But, with reſiftlefs force it draws, 027 pron K 0 ve toc 
To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join'd; ert all 


But with reſiſlleſs force it draws, 
To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join'd, 


x.4 


2 6 8 4 


245 } 


ſhe caſket where, to outward ſhew 
The workman's art is ſeen, 

; doubly valu'd when we know 
It holds a gem within. 4 © > 
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corning all ſelfiſh ends regardleſs o a 
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"Y. While I'm in che humqurz 101 28 aol 2 
I implore you, EV he 

I adare you, F7 & bois * 77 ; 701 1 

Wpatssan, mortal de mo fes, 
is upon'r, kiſs vpon't, turn not ſo ſh)5l 7 
here's my band, there's my hearty never will, be- 
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guile thee. 


night are thy lovely eyes thy feet lips delighting,. 
ell poliſh'dthy ev'ry neck, thy found arms invjting, 
ft at the milk: white churn with rapture I've ſeen them, 
at oh! how I ſigh'd and wiſh'd my own arms between 
them. 
Take me Jenny, &C, . 


re ſtore of ſheep my love and goats on the mountain. 


ind water to brew good ale, from yon chry ſtal fountain, 
re too a pretty cot, with garden and land to't, 

but all will be doubly ſweet if you put a hand to't. 
Lake me Jenny, &c. 
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ITH Phillis P1I trip o'er the meads, 
And haſten away to the plain, 
Where ſhepherds attend with their reeds, . 


To welcome my love and her ſwain; 
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The lark is exalted in air, 

The linnet ings, perch 

Our lambs ſtand in need of our care, 
Then let us not lengthen delay. 


Thoſe pleaſures I feel with my dear, 
While gameſome young lambs are at ſport, 
Exceed the delights of a peer, 4.05.7 
That ſhines with ſuch grandeur at court ; 
When Colin and Strephon go by, $118 
They form a diſguiſe for a while, 
They ſee how I'm bleſt with a ſigh, 
But envy forbids them to ſmile. 


| Let covurtiers of liberty prate, 

TD enjoy it take infinite pains, 
But liberty's primitive ſtate, _ 
Is only enjoy'd on the plains; 

With Phillis | rove to and fro, 


With her my gay minutes are ſpent, __ 


"Twas Phillis firſt taught me to know, 
That happineſs flow's from content, 


„re „ wh 25 4 64 
24 ; 


d.on the ſpray, 


No, 
Ent 
perſu: 


1 47 J 
SONG CEC. 


Au R H. O 
pere Phyllis, well met 


To yon myrtle grove let's re #p 05450 7 


And none to moleſt, vol ym 5 
Pre ſomething to ſay to myfiip 99011 
re ſomerlfing! 0 ſay to my Hir: 20 
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3 oh ELL 18. 5.5 
Entreaties are vain, 1 A 


Perſuade me to go you ne 'er mall 
Night draws on apace, 1981 
I muſt quit the place, 

The dew 1s beginning to fall. - 
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awe am”: 


ae se me coy maid, 
By honour l'm ſway' d, 
No fears need your boſom alarm, 
The oak and the pine. 
Their leaves kindly j join, 
To ſhelter love's vot'ries from harm. 
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Your arts I deſpiſe, 
My virtue I prize, 
Though poor I am richer than thoſe, 
Who loſt to all ſhame, - 
Will barter their fame, 
For purchaſe of gold and fine cloaths. 
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If what you now ſay, 
Your heart FIT AED 
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It gives me much pleaſure co And, 10d bez 
My Amoret ſtill, 
A ſtranger 
And to wedlock Rl bones inclin'. 
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A dear mig, whoſe charms inſpire, 


/er-fading ove; 1 
Once m6je'o to rural Teens retire, . 
And rat g et 5 brful grove, | 
Where peace kaun all / hep attend, 
© And nature's various beauties ———_Y RH 
And Tnatüte's various beauties blend. 99 
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Vice ſhall:try all heart WM inn 
Our union to divide; | 
For pureſt loves eternal chan, 1 
Our ſpirits has allied: . on wen gude, FI 
Then let not parting giye us PMIRg; s 101 
We parted but to meet again. 0 . T oh 291 
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INCE artiſts who ſue for the trophies of fame, 
Their wit, and their taſts, and theif genius pro- 
A 5 
Attend to my ſong, where you'll certainly find 
Aſecret diſelos'd for the good of mankind ; 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurel's my due... :. 
Fre found out. the padlock to keep a wife true: 
55 1 l. ” ; 71114 
[ve found out the padlock. toketp a, wite true, | 
Should the amorous goddefs preſſde o'er ydur. dame, 
With the ardours of youth all her-paſfions inflame, 5 
Should her beauties lead captive each ſofter deſire, ; 


let fearleſs you'd truſt her, though thouſands may ſue,.. 
When I tell youu my padlock 16 keep a wife true, 
Tho' the huſhand-may. think that he wiſely reſtrains, / : 
With his bars and his bolts, his confinement and chains, 
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Should her,Gandhi init 2ke, peer da play, - All a 

All complying and kind, yow muſt give ber ber way, 180 

While her taſte and her jud eee 701 

Tis reaſon ſecures you ch 9 HW he! 

And, believe me no coxcomh admiſſion can find, 

For the faif one is ſaſe if tyou re her:mand. 
Diet och at b ne dr 

+ Hough her virtueb>Witlvifojbles* would gon, 
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Let the huſband be loſt in the loyer and friend ; 

Let daubis and ſormiſev no longer perplex, 

Tis the charm of indulgence that binds the ſoft ſex; 

They ne'er can prove fufie while this ma ximꝰs 1 in view, . 

Good bumout*s the padfock to _—_ a wife true. 10 
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"HE ITY of all nature was ſweet Willy O, 
The pride of all nature was ſweet OP a 4 
The firſt of all ſwains, 1 Fo: 
He gladden'd the plains 3- 8. 4 as, l 
None ever was like to the 1 3 0 3 O 


Ihe firſt of all ſwains, | 

" He gladden'd the plains ; 1 
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Wheneverhe\came-folla w d.fiveot War Oe 9 #11..y 
nd ns noſigibs 880570 Cn 5:7 12 5 £2.69 50 / 
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= e charm'd them while ging), che. | Wilt O3: 
; - And when Wally died Ant 10 vids 1 274 
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That e're young ſhepherd woo'd. 5 
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She has, at length my heart betray'd, 4 TI „ 
Alas! do all I could! 00% . mA ) i 
For ſhape, for air, and manners too, bt RES 


None can with her compare : 
O would ſhe but be kind and true, F 
I'd ſoon my love declare. A r 5 nf 
n 
Whene'ere J ſee her beauteous R e 
My heart with joy does burn j 4 
Whene er ſne's abſent from the place, 1 % 


I long for ber return, 
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If ine all others would Maſfabere bo, 


And fly to me aloga\i vw beiten * og bak 42. 


What pleaſure I with herunbuld take; 
While they their lelschomonn . 
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My charming Betſey fair, 


And all my life heul ders fhew, in 41 %% (fer 
She was my only cat Pry, ess el. 
I'd vow to wed next Winfunday, i S900 i 
And make, her bleſi fopiJife, 97 > 7 £8 02. 
Should ſhe refuſe, then anions ay, | . ein n 
To be TOY Johnny's wife? N dn 
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EE fram the buſtle; care, and irife, 1 
Of this ſhort, variegited, hf, 
Oh let me ſpend v ⁴ days 
Ia rural ſweetyeſs with u fende. 
To whom my mind I may as bend. en 4Ms: 5" 
Nor cenſure: heed; nor praife; © 


Nor cenſure heed; nor ptaiſe. | 12 5 
Riches bring cares ; laſt not\wealth z , 
Let me enjoy but peace and beakth, 3 0! N 14521 BY 

I envy not the great: hon r 
"T's theſe alone can —— me pleſt, 185 f N 
The riches take of eaſt and weſt, LOH, eee 


I claim not theſe or late. 


Tho? not extravagant or near, 


Yet thro the well:ſpent \chequer'd has 
I'd have enovgh to live; 


To drink a bottle wich a friend, o Nel 
Aſſiſt him in diftreſs—-ne*er*! nd 17 22g 
But rather freely give. e 
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too would wiſh to ſweetenchife bluow 1 Hi [is 90 01 
gentle, kind, I wifegols ono: f boa. 
Young, ſenſibleg ant dard d 4 orutenlg 1 
One who could love but meiabnei 112d) vols lid 
Prefer my cot to e'er a throne, 3 
And ſoothe my ev'ry cart, #11 f 189: VS. 3:13 elold h. 


igt vs 115 U gut. mad vil 
hus happy with my wife OY 2li yam IIs Eat 
My life | chearfully would ſpend :/: J 

With no vain chopglita dppre 3/94 gle 07 wov = 
If heaven has bliſs for me miiſtost 0! ĩð a bo V 
0 grant me this, I aſk; etre nad! Sui Sill blu 
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ITH Delia ever could: Lt 11 oft eigs 
Admire, adore her all the da,, 

in the ſame field our flocks weH feed; nin wt | 
To the ſame ſpring: our heifer's in en mod 0 
What joy! where peace and love combine, 
To make our day unclouded: Ae dialen 46 070 
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Teach me, ye muſes, Wr arms [ e gong tage ff 
More deeply to engage het W td yon $194 
[ſtrive not to reſiſt my fame 04.0109 1 
I glory in a captive hm 5m no . 01502 % 
Nor would I, if I could, be free, ES „% 4>62 45 56 
But boaſt my loſs of liberty. OA ish 
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Y blifs too long my bride 8 e Ai 
Apace the waſting ſummer flies 
Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear, 
Nor ſtorms, nor night, ſhall keep me here. 
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What may, for ſtrength, with ſteel * 


Oh! love has fettéth Kronger far; O e 
By bolts of. ſteel are limbs confin'd, 


But cruel love inchains his mind. f aſh 216 TJ % 
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No longer then perplew thy Hreaſt, mmi ert: 
When thoughts tarmentea the Grſt are betty) : 
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Tis mad to go, tis death to f Ah 19. 
Away then Jeſle, haſte away., 
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T beauty's ſhrine I long have = 


At each ney /face:my. heart has glow' d;. 


With ſomething like a paſſion; 


But dull, inſipid :joys!L;found, 1 11 
The bliſs no genuine raptures crown'd, 


The fair lovecbut from faſhion, 
The fair love but from ele 
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Inconſtant I, of courſe became, 7 
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No care kept up the.lambent, e 


Which, thus unheeded died; 


To whim was ſacrifie'd each grace, 
To vanity each pleaſing. face, ny 
And love too oft to pride. N 


At. length J fair Eliza Cave; | 
Whoſe beaaties fire, whoſe virtues awe, 
I gaz'd, admir'd, andilov'd;} 

Her ſweet attention ſoothes each care, 
Nought can our mutual bliſs impair, 61 
Time has our ifa amprov'd. 
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Porvey the gardens, fields, and how! MM 


Iren tell me where the wood bine grows, 
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O Swest the ſwell the bloſſoms yield, 1. 1 
Sweet is the ſummer's pale that-blows; + wy 634 191 1 10 

ind ſweet (though ſweeter yo) the roſe, bee. 
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The buds, the bloſſoms, and the flow'rs, 
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HAT's Chloe to me; or Lydia the fair, 
Their beauties with thine I cannot compare, 
Their beauties with thine I cannot compare; 
What's Lydia's clear ſkin, or Chloe's bright eyes, 
When Delia is nr; their rant 1 has e | 
You ſay Pm inconſtumt; nd fain woule perfunde, 
| proteſt the ſame paſſion for ev'ry maid; 
The fault is your own; would ydu ceaſe your reſerve, 
Each fair I'd relinquiſh, thy yp! to preſeive. | 


Laſt Thurfday, at wake you deelstte ew the. green, 6 
You'd dance with your ſhepherd as ſoon as 'twas e'en, 
But, before I arriv'd, you choſe to depart, 

| gave Lydia my hand, but thou hadſt my heart. 


But Delia is havghty, and Delia is ; coy, 

And Delia e'er long, my flame will deſtroy ; 

Then conſider, ye fair, while love ye deride, 

The ey ye enſnare, may be freed by your pride. 3 
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That Flavia might not 


And vagrant ſhecpzitkat tft my fold + vos 
Of theſe ſhe heard p&R{bbre to beer. 924049 e 


And is not Flavia ther tere ue 


„dn yall © et: [0338 
How chang'd by fortunes fickle wind, 
The friends 1 lov'd became unkind ;. 
She heard, and ſhed $en'rous tear, 
And. is not Flavia then e 5 

e 4 132 1 7 

How, if ſhe deign n'd my bo 10 bie, 
My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs; -- 
This too ſhe heard, and init d to bea, 
And Flavia ſure, - dene Mr 
Go ſhear your flogks.: ye 30 50 boaine, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains, - 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 
] oe my Haris ame Fg #0 


Dns $0NG CCCXIB | 


OOD Daman. ” you will, you may. 

Set ſpies apd guards to watch wy way, 
Or mark my looks with jealous eye. 
OW any al dreſs'd ſwaſa is ä 


„ 
r 


3 2 


Lit ny docks How,” | 


Wyet w. 
In ſp1 


_ Mhor, i 


Inſtead 


Woulc 
Go bie 
Tir'd 
No mi 
Tis f 
And f 


or, 1 
' Winſtea 


Come 


r 
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Yet woman's wit away willing, 0 7 
In ſpite of caution, to be kind, 


For, if myſelf F do aotkeeps 1) {quinn 
Inſtead gf. vatchipgeo yon may ee. > 


462} XM. 240 Abe 5 Nav 
Would you ſecure "the Kar at 2 8 


Go bid her wander hid her t t, Zit 
Tir'd out with fops and fools a * | 
No more ſhe'll aſk abroad ze rays |; - 


Tis freedom's ſelf mut aka her ferne, B | 
And fix her choice on none butdyny z 


for, if ourſelves we do not keep 3 I 
Inſtead ue watching, 5 58 . 
bis >») An: 
py yer RIG py 


8 ON U. CCI. 


1 2 


An additional forg i in Judas ease 


LY - 
..» 4 


Or 


ISE men, llatt' ting, may deceive you, tn 
With their vain myſterious art, . l 
With their vain myſterious art; 
Magic charms can ne'er relieve you, 
Nor can heal the wounded heart; 
Iut true wiſdom can relieve you, © —- 
God-like wiſdom from above, 
This alone can ne'er deceive you, 
This alone can pains remove. 


SON G CCCXIV. 
HE new. flown birds the ſhepherds oh x 
And welcome i in the May ; 4 <3 
Come Paſtorella, now the ſpring CET 
. ev'ry landſcape gay : 


{ a9 ! 
Wide-ſpreading trees, their leafy ſhade, 


O'er half che / plalm extend 9 2 
Or, in reſecting fountains play'd . 


Their quiv'ring branches bende: ud "7 7524 90 
1 2 5 im n 1) 10 | 
Come, taſte the ſeaſon In. its * B72 no 7 ION MR Freel 


And bleſs the riſing 50 


Oh! how my ſoul grows be kme eee 


Till thou, my love 4p pear : Me 6 ar a f 7 
Then ſhall I paſs the pladiome me da 7 BY = I 
Warm in thy beauty*s ine, 1 
When thy dear flock mall ſ Ort, : „ 
And intermix with 5 25 Sth N 5 _ 
For thee, of doves ah: white Peg | Thin 
In ſilken bands I bold; 191 K Th 
For thee, a brltling lamblein fir. mul 8: Three 
I keep within the fold: | MM Wi 
If milk, white doves acceptance meet, a 
Or tender lambkin pleaſe, 
My ſpotleſs heart, without deceit, ä 
Be ak ap. with hes.) „ 8 V 
8 ox G cocxv. 3:1; . 
| ill! 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Thomas and Sally. . . 
IFE's a garden, rich in treaſure, n 3 
Bury'd like the ſeeds in earth;. =P 
There he Joy, contentment, eee 5 oy _ 
Burt 'tis love muſt give them birth. "up 
That warm ſun its aid denving, : 
We no bappineſs can taſte j ;: Bleatt 
But in cold obſtruQtion lying, Brig ebgon, 157% '-$*iſſerds 


Lite is all. one barren 'waſte; Bags Act . {08 ofſy 


. 


N «6 
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) USSY, curious, Ca 3 


Drink with me, and drink; as J, 


Freely welcome to my cup, 


Could'ſt thou fip, and fip 1 it up. 


Make the moſt of life you may, 
Life is ſhort and wears away, 
Life is ſhort and wears AWAY. 


and the grotto's all rebound, 


Now ſalute the ſummer gay, 


Now ſalute the ſummer gay. 


115 2 


— 


"Das os, 


” 
4 I 
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Both alike,⸗Böch mine and thine,” 
Haſten quick to their decline. 
Thine's a ſummer, mine's no more, 
Though repeated. to threeſcore; 
Threeſcore ſummer's, When they? re gone, 
Will appear as . as one. 


Ferch'd upon the blooming ſpray, 


E feather'd ſongfters of the rig 
Who chirp io iweetly thropgh the dale, 
Now your little throats tune high, 
Till they reach the azure ſky, 


With the charming, chearful found ; 
berch'd upon the dlooming ſpray, 9 


SON G eccxvn, 


Bleating flocks and echoing mountains, | 
'erdant meads and chryſtal fountains, ,. 

Moſſy banks and bubbling rills, 
Limpid ſtreams and flow'ry hills; 


. 
. — * 
— * 
1 4238 % 


(we 1 


| FEFY 


Ev'ry ſhrub its fweetneſs ſheds, 
Flow'rs now lift th&trifovely Heads. 
And bright ſos: fſpltntent ray 51 5104! 


Now proclaims the-[6ifticÞ 


-g 220 yaws An. 


SONG CCCXVIII. 
I) vo 4 0 & 
Sung in Thomas and Ne: as by Dr. Arne. 
* T4538" dB Wi 1 2 
0 eaſe his heart, and own bis fame, 
\ Blithe' Jockeys young qenay cane, . 
Bar tho ſhe lik'd him paſſing wee], - | 
She careleſs turn d her e heel . 
u? niet sv. 
Her milk-white heed, he did extol, 
And prais'd her- f Jong and n mY 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel, 
But ſtill he turn; her ſpinniog-whee),. 


A 


35 (16 | Js 1 0 


Then round about Wa gender 2 


He claſp'd her Arms, and her embrac'd3 © — 5 


To kiſs her hand de dewyn did en. 
But yet ſhe turn d b Ar gel 


Of jon i 
With gentle voice he bid him riſe, 
He bleſs'd her nedle} her lips end eyes z: 
Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal, 7 W 
Yet fill ne turn 'd her Fe gaps Fre 2 


Till, bolder grown, 90 cloſs he preſs'd, 

His wanton thought the quickly gueſs'd, * 
Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel; 
And angry. turg'd 12 Lee wheel. . 


At 


Sar 9 Jol 1d nei tb 


At 1: 
He f 
Tw: 
And 


[ | 261 ] | 

{13-2191 vide t 2 1 

At laſt, when ſhe began in hien 

He ſwore he meant her. fork his ride z 

Twas then her love We. did reveal, of: 
And flung away her ſpinning-wheel, 


AY EIT A702 
1 ON G CCCXIX. 


if] 1 Ilse Ded end 12 


. in the ſame, 


actgh ei avwo Das 118848 B 
W HEN:I gy26 young onewhatgirl was «like the? 

So wanton, ſo-airy, [and briſk as a bee; 3 
[rattled, Irambled; I laugh'd, and:where-c'er 
A fiddle was heard, to be ſore | was there. 


To all that came near 1 had brakides to Thy "i | 
'Twas this, fir—and that, ſir but ſcarce ever nay ; - 


And on Sundays dreſs'd out in my filks and my lace, 
| warrant I Rood by the firſt in the 1 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man! 
Well ret him—we all are as good as we can; 


Vet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 6 
And jealous — tho truly I gave him ſome cauſe, 


He ſnubb'd me and huff'd me, but let me alone, 125 
kgad I've a tongue, and 1 paid him his own. 
e wives take the hint, and hen ſpouſe is untow Id f 
dtand firm to your charter, and wy the la word. 


But now I'm quitealter'd, the wore to my woe, 

I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago; T 
This Time's a ſore foe—there's no ſhunning. his dart. 
fun I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown 


6 a6 J 


| Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum. chance, 
I ſtill love a tune, tho? unable to dance; 
And, books of devotien laid up ot my ſhelf, 

I teach that to others I once did my ſelf. 3 


8 ON G CCCXX. 
ii # 
Sung by 1 Mrs. Pinto and Mrs. Mattocks in Love 
in 1 Village. 


Mrs. n 4 N T' # 0. 


OPE thou nurſe of young dere, 35 
Fairy promiſer of joy 

Painted vapour, glow- worm fire, 

. emperate ſweet, that ne er can 1 Cloy. 


Mrs. Marrocks. 


Hope, thou earneſt of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 

Balmy cordial,. ofthe crack bri ght, 
Sureſt friend the W find. 


Kind deceiver, flatter ſtill; . 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 

With thy dreams my faney fill, | 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt, Tis 1 


8 ON G cc xxl. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in the FM Take 


Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my voice; BY 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, © ad tc 
Tilh firſt he's made my choice. 1 
” E | el 


let parent's rule, cry nature's) Jawss | 
And children ſtill phęy zd d S111; 

And is there then no ſaving elauſe.. 

Againſt tyraꝝnic: ſway 2370 1 21010 


„K x 4 © ec: | 
SONG: CCCXXIL - 
2 23301380 3-211 ag 0701 


Sung by the-fames/ is be ſame. 


ENTLE youth, oh! tell me-why, 
Still you force me thus to fly; 
(eaſe, oh! ceaſe to perſevere, 

Speak not what I muſt not hear, 

To my heart its eaſe reſtore, 2 i 

Go, and never ſee me more.” 1 


SONG CCCXXII, 
Sung by the ſame, in the ſame. 


x 7ZHENCE can you inherit, 
80 {laviſh a ſpirit, 


Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a log; "2h q 
Now fondled, now chid, 5 
Permitted, forbid, 9 

Tis leading the life of a dog. 4 

For ſhame! you a lover; q 


More firmneſs diſcover; 2} 
Take courage! no longer here mope: _ N 4 

Reſiſt and be free, | 

Run, riot like me, 


tad to perfeR the picture, elope! 1 
Let : SON G 
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$ O N G CCCXXIV. 
Sung by Mrs. Scott, in the Conſcious Lovers. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment? 

If bitter, O tell me, whence comes my content! 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or repine at my fate, ſince I know tis in vain; 

Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
'That at once « both wounds me, and tickles my heart 


I graſp'd her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate ſilence, I make my love known; 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake, to diſcover her love; 
Where in ftriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are her charms! 
The delightful embraces, and lover's alarms; 

Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love, 
Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above; 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt yield, 
Fay tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair field. 


SON G CCCXXV. 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 


INJ HEN once love's ſubtle poiſon gains, 
A paſlage to the female breaſt; 

Ruſhing like lightning, through the veins, 
Each with and ev'ry thought poſſeſt, 


„ 


L 265 ] 


ſo heal the pangs our minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain its {kill applies, 

Nought can afford the heart a lure, 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 


SONG CCCXXVI. 
Sung by Mrs, Wrighten, iz the Chriſtmas Tale. 


Y eyes may ſpeak pleaſure, 
Tongue flow without meaſure, 
Yet my heart in my boſom lies till ;; 
rt Thus the river is flowing, 
'The mill-clapper going, 
But the miller's aſleep in his mill, 


| Though lover's ſurround me, 
With ſpeeches confound me, 
Yet my heart in my boſom lies till ; 
| Thus the river is flowing, 
The mill-clapper going, 
But the miller's aſleep in his mill. 


The little god eyes me, 
And thinks to ſurpriſe me, 
But my heart is awake in my breaſt ; 
d, Thus boys ſlily creeping, | HALEN 
d, Would catch a bird ſleeping, LI 
But the linnets awake in his neſt, 


SONG CCCxxVII. 
Sung by Mrs. Smith, iu the Same, 
dd ſhould be wiſely kind 
Nor give her paſſion ſcope: _.. 
Juſt reveal her inclination, 1 
Never wed without probation, I 1 
Nor in the lover's mind, 


Ti Blight the ſweet bloſſom, hope. 
N | 


Youth 
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Youth and beauty kindle love, 
Sighs and vows will fan the fire; 
Sighs and vows may traitors prove, 
Sorrow then ſucceeds deſire ; 
Honour, faith, and well-earn'd fame, 
Feed the ſacred laſting flame! 


8 ONG CCCXXVIIL. 
Sung ly the ſame, in the ſame. 


Take this wreath my hand has wove, 
The pledge and emblem of my love; 
Theſe flow'rs will keep their brighteſt hue, 
Whilſt you are conſtant, kind, and true. 


But ſhould you, falſe to love and me, 
Wiſh from my fondneſs to be free, 
Foreboding that my fate 1s nigh, 

Each grateful flow'r will droop and die! 


SONG CCCXXIX, 
Dur, in the ſame. 


Hear me, kind and gentle ſwain, 
Let love's ſweet voice delight you, 
'The ear of youth ſhould drink each ſtrain, 

When beauty's lips invite you: 


As love and valour warm your heart, 
And faith and honour guard you: 
From wounded breaſts extract the dart, 

And beauty will reward you: 


Our 


1 


Our tear-ſtain'd eyes, their wiſh diſcloſe, 


Can cruel you refuſe em? 
O wipe the dew from off the roſe, 
And place it in your boſom. 


SONG cecxxx. 


Sung by Mrs. Smith, in the ſami. 


O How weak will power and reaſon 
To this boſom tyrant prove, 
Every act is fancied treaſon, 
By the jealous ſovereign love. 


Paſſion urg'd the youth to danger, 
Paſſion calls him back again; 

Paſſion is to peace a ſtranger, 
Seek I muit my bliſs or bane, 


So the feaver'd minds that languiſh, 
And in ſcorching torments rave; 

Thus to end or ite their anguiſh, 
Headlong plunge into the wave. 


SONG CCCXXXL 


Sung &y a Chorus of Eunuchs, is the /ame. 


Hob the thrilling notes of pleaſure, 


Let the ſofteſt, melting meaſure 
Calm the conqu?ror's mind; 
Let myrtle be with laurel *twin'd, 

Beauty with each ſmiling grace, 
The ſparkling Tm and ſpeaking face, 
Su 


Attended 
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Attended by the Jaughing loves 
Around the hero play ; 

The toil, and danger, valor proves, 
Love and beauty, will repay. 


SON G CCCXXXIL 


A Dialogue, by Mr. Vernon, and Mrs. Smith. 


Mrs. SMITH. 


HE ftorm ſhall beat my breaſt no more, 
The veſſel ſafe, the freight on ſhore, 
No more my bark ſhall tempt the ſea, 
Scap'd from the rock of jealouſy. 


Mr. VERNON. 


Bright are the flow'rs that form this wreath, 
And freſh the odours which they breathe ; 
Thus ever ſhall our loves be free, | 
From cruel blights of jealouſy. 


Botha. 


With roſes and with myrtles crown'd, 

The conqu'ror, Love, ſmiles all, around, 

Triumphant reigns by heav'n's decree, 
And leads in chains grim jealouſy. 


SONG CCCXXXI. 
Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in Love in a Village. 


8 in hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn flame I try, 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 


1292 


7 
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Now prepar'd with ſcorn to meet her, 
Every charm in thought I brave, 


Then relapſing, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs my ſelf her ſlave. 


SONG CCOFXXIV. 


Sung by the ſame, in the ſame, 
() Had I been by fate decreed 


Some humble cottage ſwain, 
In fair Roſetta's ſight to feed 
My flocks upon the plain. 


What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know, 
Ye envious pow'rs why have ye plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low. 


SONG cecxxxv. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in the fame. 


HE honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, 
Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile. 


The greatneſs that would make us grave 

Is but an empty thing, 

What more than mirth would mortals have, 
The chearful man's a king. 


N z SONG 
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SON G CCCXXXVI. 
Sung by Mr. Dyer, in the ſame, 


\HINK my faireſt how delay 
Danger ev'ry moment bring, 
Time flies ſwift, and will away, 
Time that's ever on the wing. 


Doubting and ſuſpence at beſt, 
Lovers late repentance coſt, 
Let us eager to be bleſt 
: Seize occaſion ere its loſt, 


88 CNG -CCCXXXVIL 
Sung by Mr. Dyer and Mrs. Mattocks, in the ſamt, 


Mr. Dy ER. 


1 ET rakes and libertine's reſign'd 
Tuo ſenſual pleaſures range, 
There all the ſexes charms I find, 

And ne'er can cool or change. 


Mrs. MArTrocks. 


Let vain coquettes and pride conceal 
What moſt their hearts deſire, 
With pride my paſſion I reveal, 
Oh may it ne'er expire. 


7 

DvuErTTE. 
The ſan ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 0 th 
The ſtars their orbits leave, | 
And fair creation fink 1n night, wit 


When I my dear deceive, 
SONG 
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Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, i» Love in a Village, 


UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs lover's part; 
Seize, oh, ſeize ſome kind occaſion, 
'To reward a faithful heart. 
Cupid, god of ſoft perſuaſion, &c, 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 
Who the body would enthrall ; 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, 

Thoſe who would enſlave the mind, 


What is grandeur? Foe to reſt; 
Childiſh mumery at beft; 
Happy I in humble ſtate! 

Catch, ye fools, the glitt'ring bait, 


SONG CCCXXXIX. 


Sung by Miſs Davies is the ſame. 
HT: happy were my days till now ! 


I ne'er did ſorrow feel; 
With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I ſung, 

Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


0 the fool! the ſilly, filly fool, 
That truſts what man may be! 
l wiſh I was a maid again, 
And in my own country. 


SONG 


11721 


SONG CCCAL; 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in the ſame 


OW bleſt the maid, whoſe boſom 
No head ſtrong paſſion knows; 
Her days in joys ſhe paſſes, 
Her nights in ſweet repoſe. 


Where e'er her fancy lead her, 

No pain, no fear invade her, 
But pleaſure, 
Without meaſure, 

From ev'ry object flows. 


SONG CCCXLI. 
Sung by the ſame in the ſame. 


TN love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 
Untutor'd by faſhion or art, 
Whoſe wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 


Whoſe words are th? exceſs of the heart, 


If aught of ſubſtantial delight 

On this fide the ſtars can be found; 
»Tis ſure, when that couple unite, 

And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd, 


SNG cer. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in the ſame, 


HF, world 1s a well-furniſh'd table, 
Where gueſts are promiſcuoully ſet; 
We ali fare 2s well as we are able, 
And icramble for what we can get. 


Min 


Lk 


e 099-1 
My fimile holds to a tittle, 


Some gorge, while ſome ſcarce get a taſte, 
But if I am content with a little, | 
Enough is as good as a feaſt, 


SONG CCCXLIII. 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, in the ſame, 


H! how ſhall I, in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell, 
Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak 
That cruel word, farewell! 
Farewell - but know, tho' thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray: 
Go where I will, my conſtant heart 
Mult with my charmer ſlay. 


SONG CCCXLIV. 


Sung by the ſame, in the ſame. 
'T is not wealth, it is not birth, 


Can value to the ſoul convey, 
Minds poſſeſs ſuperior worth, 


Which chance nor gives nor takes away. 


Like the ſun true merit ſhews, _ 
By nature warm, by nature bright, 
With inward flame he nobly glows, 
Nor needs the aid of borrow'd light. 


SONG CCCXLYV. 
Sung in the Maid of the Mill. 


OO 0.209. 
REE from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 
Oh! how bleſt the miller's life; 


Chearful 
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Chearful working thro? the day, 

Still he laughs and ſings away; 
Nought can vex him, 
Nought perplex him, 

While there's griſt to make him gay. 


Du E T. 


Let the great enjoy the bleſſings, 
By indulgent fortune ſent; 
What can wealth, can grandeur offer, 
More than plenty and content. 


11. Sung by Miſs Brent 7z the ſant. 


N love to pine and languiſh, 

Yet to know your paſſion vain ; 
'To harbour heart-felt anguiſh, 

Yet fear to tell your pain, 
What pow'rs unrelenting, 
Severer ills inventing, 

Can ſharpen pangs like theſe z 
Where days and nights tormenting, 

Yield not a moment's caſe, 


SONG CCCXLVIL. 


Air, Sung by Mrs. Pinto in the ſame, 


HAT are outward forms, and ſhows 
Io an honeſt heart compar'd; 
Oft the ruſtic, wanting thoſe, 

Has the nobler portion ſhar'd. 


* 
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Oft we ſee the homely flow'r, 
Bearing, at the hedge's hde, 


Virtues of more ſov'reign pow'r, 
Than the garden's gayeſt pride. 


SONG CCCXLVII. 
Sung by Mr. Beard is the ſame, 


ARK! *tis I, your own true lover; 
After walking three long miles, 
ne kind look, at leaſt, diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ah, you little cunning vixen! 
in ſee your rogutſh ſmiles. 


adſlids! my mind is ſo poſſeſs'd, 

ill we're ſped, I ſhan't have reſt; 

Only ſay the thing's a bargain, 
Here, an you like it, 
Ready to ſtrike it, 

There's at once an end of arguing: 
n her's, ſhe's mine; 

us we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 


SONG CCCXLIX. 
Sung by Mrs, Pinto, in the ſame. 


H! why ſhould fate, purſuing 
A wretched thing like me, 
Heap ruin thus on ruin, 
And add to miſery. 

The griefs I languilh'd under, 

In ſecret let me ſhare, 
But this new ſtroke of thunder, 

Is more than I can bear. 


This moment I wiſh, what the next is repented, 
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Fung by Mr. Mattocks, in the /amt. 


THE madman thus, at times we ſee, 
With ſeeming reaſon bleſt ; 
His looks, his words, his thoughts are free, 
And ſpeak a mind at reſt, 


But ſhort the calm's of eaſe and ſenſe, 
And, oh! uncertain too; 


While that idea lives, from whence 
At firſt his frenzy grew. 


SONG CCCLL 
Sung by the ſame in the ſame. 


Th' endeavour to hide it, but makes it appe 
Enraptur'd I gaze, when I touch her I tremble, 
And ſpeak to and hear her, with fault'ring and fear. 


By how many cruel ideas tormented ? 
My bloods in a ferment ; it freezes, it burns ; 


ſy rack me by turns, 
4* c R , Y ; 


Y paſſion, in vain, I attempt to diſſemble, | 2 
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